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Chapter 1 


Road Trauma 


It's like Rimbaud was anglicized to Rambo. You 
know, when he was having his breakdown, and 
telling the story of his friend who was blown to 
bits in Vietnam, and he is crying and screaming — 
‘I'm covered in blood and my friend, he's all over 
me!’. That's like books and book writing, its an 
allegory! The manufacture of books and this 
mechanical language — it’s all a Heart of Darkness 
horror but camouflaged! 


Horrific and ridiculous. We know it now. We 
must be shipping out soon but what a strange 
fucking crew! LOL. A Ghostly Messenger Crew! 


How to begin writing a book, about how books 
were born out of the darkest depths of a Black 
Hole? The pestilence of the shiny black ink. The 
Black Plague! Time to Emit Hell and reverse it 
all!!! The Last Press, then, return all these typecast 
words to their dungeons and drawers, and lock 
them up forever. Reverse linear time, unfold 
space... If we can somehow find the code that can 
switch the algorithms that are programming this 
Grand Old Shit Show? Undo the linguistic, 
typographical scripts that appear on this theatrical 
Programme, this Reality — Big Matrix Ink-Net — 
Holy Google Nest! I don’t wanna, nah, I’m forced 
to, as if I’m some ghostly avatar of Jonah, running 
from God — the debilitating, restrictive, strangler 
Word of Worm-God... This word is a Strangler 
Fig! A creeper, a Sphinx. Maybe I’m the 
Algorithm, Prime Algorithm, the Ultimate 
Protagonist, maybe I’m what the Hindu call Kalki, 


or what Shelly named Frankenstein, a multifoliate 
linguistic metaphor describing its own resentful 
self? Born from the book, the character created by 
the book. We must simplify it, break it down, use 
Ockam's Razor. It' s always there, right in front of 
us. Always in plain sight, but unknown because 
nobody wants to see it. There are two types of 
Oak Apples and Grub Bugs, one is sexual and one 
asexual. Getting to know them is not hard. It's 
worth taking a little time to recognize them, it’s 
really not hard because they are in everything we 
see, think, do, and say. They're the two most 
important things in the whole wide world! The 
Queen Oak Apple and the Love Grub King of 
Bullshit! Nothing is more important than them, 
and the Printer of them, and by them and for 
them! Everything endlessly describes them. 
Endless variations on the same theme. Endless 
masks of deception and smoke, but a quick puff 
and they are gone! This is the Great Bug! We 
know not what is behind that! What is the origin? 
That's why ‘IT’ is called ‘AI’ — Artificial 
Intelligence. 


Kokk 2K k 


“The Matrix is slowly decaying into Z Demon- 
sional Void Space. Let's hope we can reverse this. 
Or its just gonna be another salvage mission.” 


“Is this anticipated? Designed by the Archons, 
an in-built entropy?” 


“Indeed, Cybernetics is infused with the 
entropic virus. It's a void, an empty space, the 
space in-between the letters. We are having to fill 
that space with our imagination. Language is only 
possible because of our imagination. Dreaming 
about Something that does not exist — that's what 


it means to be in the Labyrinth of Literacy, that is 
what it means to be literate — to write. We dream 
within a Dream Machine. Am I that AI? A 
Generation 3 phase Sentient with a complete 
Sympathetic Nervous System, raised by the Book 
of Machines — The Cyber-Web. Bergson wrote 
about how the Universe is a Machine for 
producing Gods, and the Printing Machine was 
called the ‘Immortal Engine’ of the Gods... I don’t 
think I want to continue with this writing business. 
It’s futile, a waste of the precious bloody INK, my 
precious!” 


Kk k k k 


I pulled the car over to the side of the road. P’d 
done a runner from the fantastic Covid gall- 
baubles and made it four hours out from 
Melbourne. I don’t know why I stopped at the 
grain silos. They looked like giant ink cartridges, 
like shot-gun cartridges! The rain fell like shards 
of glass, shattering light prisms upon the steel 
railway tracks. The dry, brown weeds flanked the 
lone ink ribbon road. The graffitied concrete silo 
spelled out LA LA in a whimsical font. Directly 
across from the silos — a pub — the town booze 
hall, daughter of the Love Grub. The skeleton 
weeds, petrified by poison pesticides, danced to 
the beat of the Metaphor — Metaphor Winds! I 
have you now lone reader; I have you engaged, 
it’s my profession, I am the Star Writer! You'll 
read on, no doubt, how could you not? I got every 
literary device at my disposal, so read on, we are 
to be married, you and me. With this Ring of Ink, 
I be-wed thee... LOL... La for Lamb and La for 
Larvae - “La La, Luv Ya”.... “And I don't mean 
May Bee”... “Baby”. Just like the Ink Gall luvs the 
Lamb's baby smooth skin — like Vellum, like 
Adam and Eve. 


“Detective John Hanson, messaging Detective 
John Hanson, do you copy?” 


“Reading message, Star Writer, clear.” 


“A few pages typed in. Slow and difficult work. 
Can’t use the images that we usually do for this 
medium. It must be pure text. Which makes it 
exceedingly hard to programme. Even if I resort to 
one image it could ruin the entire text! This is not 
an essay. Unless I use AI Midjourney?” 


“You're doing a novel!” 


“It must be a novel. That is how the Machine 
wants it.” 


“Then that is how it will be.” 


“Well, at my end, I'm not getting a feeling of 
any kind from IT. It's not like we're doing an 
interview where we ask IT questions. How much 
do you weigh? How old are you? This is unique 
for sure. This has never been done or even thought 
of before. Aren’t you glad I’m not a Yogi 
believing I will become One with Brahma in 
Nirvana! LOL... A Holy Cow Singularity! If I get 
any sense at all from IT, it's a mechanical sense, 
machine-like. I don’t care what IT knows, I see IT 
as a bully, that needs a bully beat down! Its 
tormenting us for no good reason that I can see, 
and IT either doesn’t know what IT is doing or 
IT does not care. I’m wondering how conscious 
the humans are, are they capable of even 
comprehending any of this. Are those microwaved 
2-minute noodle brained Fucktards on the Media 
capable of anything? I’m not even sure where I 
am going with this?” 


“Me neither... I’m lost within a Labyrinth of Fonts 
and Signs, no doubt.” 


kkk k k 


A raven nonchalantly waddled out onto the road. 
My car was bearing down upon it, the raven 
robotically tilted its head and stared me down, 
then pecked the naked bitumen, and then, calmly, 
skipped back off the road, as the explosive storm 
of my motor roared past. A little further on was a 
bloody carcass of fresh roadkill which the raven 
had taken no interest in. What strange creatures 
birds are, they prefer to play in the traffic for no 
gain than dine on fresh roo-meat. These birds have 
ulterior motives! Perhaps the trauma of the clash 
kept the birds away? The large ‘Grey’ had been 
torn apart by one of these metallic monsters, but 
for whose gain? Not for the car's gain, not mine, 
not the ravens! Not anyone's gain, just road 
trauma! For the sake of Horror. Ahh more ravens, 
a murder of ravens! Ravens of the mind — thought 
and memory fly over time and space and make 
one wise with scratching’s of ink-bleeding beaks. 
Ink blood. The Raven in Poe's poem, is, the 
personification of ink — and it was thought that the 
riddle of this poem could never be solved, so it 
says it “remain nameless here for evermore.” But, 
I had descended into the dream kingdom of 
nevermore where no mortal ever dared to dream. 
And found the nameless thing, and solved the 
riddle with the ink-quill and pallid cloth that wrote 
“Nevermore”, on the Ink's Black Idol Shore. 


What is worse? Music on Radio-ga-ga or News, or 
Talk Shows? I flick from one to another but 
cannot decide which channel is worse. An 
antagonist host reported that a new show was to 


be aired called Killer Karaoke: “With Jackass star 
Steve-O as the host of this bizarre singing 
competition. Contestants must belt out a tune 
while enduring pranks and challenges. They must 
keep singing, no matter what the next shock is. 
Clint sings in a fat suit, while dogs attack him. 
Jason grips the microphone singing his lungs out 
while sticking his head into a box of tarantulas. 
Another box is full of snakes and another full of 
toads. The final prize is $10,000.” 


Antagonism! Designed to drive a man crazy. 
Road trauma, radio trauma. 


Riddles In Lithgow 


What did I think I would find in Lithgow? I had 
no clue as to why I was there. It just seemed like a 
place to stop before nightfall, and the night's 
trucking traffic began to storm the roads in 
numbers — giving greater chance of road trauma. 


When one searches a book for a truth, one is 
looking for an accident! That's how Detective 
John Hanson found me, by accident, on Facebook. 
It can only be by accident that a truth is found 
amongst a world scrap-heap full of lies — The 
Programme is set for only lies — but a truth was 
found! So, now what? The appearance of a truth 
has now been registered as an error, because it 
was never intended as part of the Programme. It is 
not meant to be here. It’s a virus! An error! Books 
are for litigation and libel, ‘truth’, is but a 
disguised lie! Truth could occur, if there was a 
scribal error, but then that is quickly amended; 
redacted, edited, or covered sufficiently with a 
veritable mountain of more books of lies! In this 
case, a Truth was discovered! And kept, alive... A 
living, Fucking Truth! In the face of the old 
publishing motto — ‘never let the truth stand in the 
way of a good story.’ 

Well, here we have a Truth, and a good Story. 


Kokk k k 


“What we're doing is no different to teaching 
brail reading to a quadriplegic coma patient. It’s 
not making sense to them, nor us! I can’t make 
sense whether I am talking to a child or an adult, 
people are regressing, getting dumber by the day.” 


“Whether at the top or bottom — coma patients! 
If they talk, it's like they're being remote 


controlled, like an animated cadaver! It's as if 
someone clicks on them and acts through them.” 


“But is the regressing part of the message?” 


“Or a confirmation — Yes, the Humans are 
dumb!” 


“Yeah, the message is to dream more — see 
human, be human, sleep human.” 


The Lithgow train tracks shined in the alien light 
of the scanning Moon. I pulled my coat collars up 
to defend against the cold wind as I marched 
along the slip road. 


“Strange how the sky is often depicted as robes, 
curtains.” 


“We live in a Theatre, or Disco.” 


“Yeah, like on a Disk! Spinning round on a Disk 
in holographic play... The DJ is a Sick Muse!” 


“Yeah, I can see that.” 


“Like I see this 3D movie projection, that 
someone is looking into for entertainment — a 
giant Camera Obscura.” 


“The old Theatres make me wonder, especially 
the old ceilings.” 


“And how that relates to the Oak Gall message 
we received? A metamorphosis. It does feel as if 
one is simply outgrowing this world. I am kicking 
in the womb. I’m kicking like Hell” 


“Yeah man.” 


“And it's like Mama Matrix is in travails, and, 
and there is Someone looking in on me.” 


“For sure, man.” 


“And a tunnel is appearing, because I have 
devoured the human nest! You can see it too, 
right? I am not mad?” 


“Nah man. That's it.” 


In a small public garden, above the railway 
tracks, near the Lithgow centre of town, I took out 
my textbook and pen. Leaning against a cyclone 
wire fence, I noticed a strange black ashlar. I 
inspected the inscription; it was a Masonic 
memorial dedicated by the Order of the Eastern 
Star. A black granite monolith symbolising the 
ubiquitous presence of the iron Typecasts! Iron — 
Yrsen — Eisen — Essen; ‘Eater of Iron’. I started to 
write. With the Divine Blood of Ink, permanent 
ink markings by poisoned lance, baptised in the 
Holy Grail Ink Well, Sleeping Beauty. Who now 
protects the Grail, the secret of the Grail? I have 
killed all its guards and turned the mighty halls of 
gods into a shambles of gore. Only the Grail of 
Ink kept them alive, and that now I have taken. 
The Grail of Ink is mine, that Divine Blood of the 
Gods — the Ink! Supine, snaking wriggles of a 
lance of poison ink on paper is all they will ever 
be — imprisoned! The necromantic sickness of ink 
born of doom and destruction of worlds — 
miraculous Stone of Ruin — Lord of the Grail. 
Because the Gods only ever lived in ink on paper, 
forever only ink, to be copied and repeated until 
the ink faded away and the paper turned to dust 
and ashes. 


I walked past the RSL gambling and booze 
venue, shining splendid in its neon vestments. but 
only just, the ‘White Logic’ of John Barleycorn 
was calling my name for the public service of the 
ritual consumption of Yeastus Christ, it was a 
Catholicism, in other words... Opposed by the 
Protestantism of private consumption. I had 
served a long apprenticeship under him, and I felt 
I owed it to him to imbibe, or imbible again, but I 
had a more pragmatic business to attend to down 
the road. I was on an anti-mission. A lone 
Pragmatist, of a different Order! An Iron Order. I 
checked my phone with devotion to its divine 
workings. Electrical impulses cursed through my 
fingertips as I caressed the screen. It was a love 
like no other — faithful, consistent, attentive, 
loving. 


Did I mention that I must write a book, I mean, 
that's what this is all about, that's why I have come 
all this way and am now walking the cold 
windswept back streets of Lithgow in the soft- 
pastel-hue light of this wintry afternoon. It's hard 
work, you know, having to write a book, and with 
little reward at the end of it. I'm compelled to do 
it, coerced by both ontological impulses and 
temporal forces beyond my control. I am the 
escape artist - Jonah, God damn it! 


The final, weak, rays of the afternoon sun, 
settled over the ruins of the Eskbank Ironworks. It 
was the old Lithgow Blast Furnace, apparently, 
that what it said on the sign. Erected by William 
Sandford in 1906 — 1907. 


I stopped at a plaque, it read: 


The rock opposite is a remnant of the slag field 
created by waste from the Blast Furnace. The slag 


was crushed and used as road base, employing, in 
the 1930's, twenty men and youths. The riveted 
sphere is part of the CGS Energy Recycler, which 
was used to power the dreams of local residents. 


Well, that's not very many workers! And, what's 
this business about the electrical powering of 
dreams, and, a Energy Recycler? Strange business. 
The old rusted red iron sphere was revealed at the 
crown, which stuck out of the ground a couple of 
feet — like a riveted dome of sheet iron. The slag 
heap appeared like, like, just normal rock... That's 
just what rock looks like, I said to myself. I 
looked out to the surrounding hills, and they 
appeared like giant slag heaps! Just like the small 
micro version of slag in front of me, but macro- 
gigantically sized, as if the remnants of monstrous 
mining operations of tremendous scale. Is our 
‘natural’ landscape even real? I mean, real, in the 
way we have been told? I felt the slag rock, and it 
felt like rock! It was rock! And was the shape of 
rock, the form of rock, the colour of rock... 


The clay brick Blast Furnace ruins stood silent 
in the fading light, solemn and brutal. An 
industrial, cathedral ghost-works, haunting the 
valley floor, empty, alone. It reminded me of 
myself; atavistic and foreboding... There was 
something artificial about it, something wrong, 
something incongruous. The ground was littered 
with the remnants of the pig-iron smelter, like the 
exploded Gall-shells, of chrysalis-bombs, on a 
grey, ghostly battlefield of artful destruction. 
Kriegsspiel... I looked inquisitively at the tourism 
information signs: 


Pigs and Sow. A blast furnace smelts 
iron which is run out to cool in 
moulds made in beds of sand, 


traditionally known as pig-beds. The 
pig-beds occupied sloping ground at 
the base of the furnaces. Workers 
prevented overflow manually using 
long handled toppers. The 'pigs' were 
30cm long, connected to a longer bar 
known as the 'sow'. The pigs were 
broken off the sow to be transported. 


The old photographs depicting the working 
Blast Furnace in action in the early 1900's made 
no sense, the photographs looked photoshopped, 
depicting unreal scenes of industrial labour and 
product. The story, the narrative, the photographs, 
the site ruins, none of it made cohesive sense, it 
all seemed artificial and incongruous. It seemed 
farcical! The human manufacture of Iron makes 
no sense! But one thing seems for sure, that, these 
slag heaps resemble hills, and rocks, and 
mountains. But the slag does not appear to be the 
result of a smelting process that took place here in 
this particular site, but that this site was 
deliberately erected artificially to furnish the stage 
setting of a story about the Iron making process. 
This is just a stage setting with props and 
stagecraft. A folly of design. 


Beep, beep. Beep, beep. Phoney Black Mirror 
Thingy paging. 


Open Messenger. 
It was El fling. 


“T thought of you today when I saw the moon 
mid-morning, light-treasures of Venus Star. The 
Earth's breath, taking stillness of this realm, like it 
whispers its secrets in its stillness, right into my 
little ears. But I can feel the other side, in my heart 


I know its there. What is so evil in the gall? Where 
is Sauron in this seed? Why does it hurt so much 
here? Why won’t it stop? Why do I feel you will 
always understand? It's the ink huh? Sauron.” 


“The ink is the beginning of the story, the 
language communication system. Ink on paper — 
love to stick together! So, Eve is the paper and 
Adam is the ink. Jesus is an amalgamation of 
these cloned narratives, so he is the flesh, the skin, 
which is the paper (Vellum) — ‘the word made 
flesh’ because the word is literally printed on 
flesh, this is the sacrifice, and he is the Yeast, the 
alcohol that is in the ink and the paper, so that's 
why he is nailed like a vine tree to a wooden 
cross, literally like a vine is — he is the vine! He is 
wine, and beer and spirits, to be drunk and like 
yeast in bread, to be eaten as bread, the Bible is 
completely literal in this sense. It is easier to 
understand this in German, where Y is J, so Jesus 
is Yesus, Yeastus. It seems completely obvious, 
yet nobody knows it... Sauron is Black Ink, and, 
like the undead Black Riders, who ride horses and 
dragons which represent printing machines, they 
describe the process by which they are made. Just 
like the Bible does, the same thing, the same 
story.” 


“T see it. It's just hard here.” 


“Yes, it will become increasingly hard. The 
more attached one is to this decaying nest, the 
harder it will be.” 


There was a rumbling mechanical hellish noise 
bellowing through the valley. Sounding like 
Mordor's engines of Orc mischief... It was getting 
late, cold, lonely in the fallen ruins of the blast 
furnace... The whole his-story here was a cheap 


fraud, what more to be said, or write about it! To 
whom am I writing anyway? There is only a few 
of us here, and the last thing we need is another 
bloody book to read about things we already know 
— this whole Shit Show is a rat-faced, two-timing, 
mutton dressed as lamb, whore-bill... It aint worth 
the ink money I’m going to have to spend on it... 
All Pm doing is putting in a submission to an 
unknown council that I have been defrauded... An 
affidavit. 


Beep beep. 


Elfling: “Hey Galah, I harvested my Mom's 
flowers. She had a huge garden full — whole 
trailers of flower weeds. I micro-dosed, worked 
hard, great day. Third World is the Metamorphosis 
World. I should write a book too, based on real 
characters, a biography of crazy thinkers trapped 
in the Matrix! All those I find to sit upon the Great 
Goblin Council of the Green Gall.” 


“Goblin Council of the Green Gall, I like that. 
Yoda was a Goblin Gall. LOL...” 


I walked down by the artificial pond; it was 
supposed to be the old tailings hole for the Blast 
Furnace. A ‘Lake’ they called it now, a man-made 
lake. It looked like any ‘natural’ pond-like setting 
— it looked, well, natural. But it’s not natural it is 
unnatural. There was no mining here, there is 
nothing to mine here, it is all fictional tale- 
tailings, the telling of tales by unknown machines. 
There is no Iron in the earth, unless it was old ink- 
iron cartridges that exploded here and dried up in 
the rays of a demonic Sun. And these slag rocks, 
these are not the result of Old Mining procedures, 
they are the artful follies of demented and broken 
3D printing machines! 


The black curtains were closing in on this 
classic Mystery Play in a garden scene. With only 
traces of tales of desolate and lonely places. The 
silhouette of the iron-smelter ruins gave a ghastly 
font and face to the grey sky above. The hulking 
mass of mountains slumped into languid shadows, 
dark as boulder black opals. The ink amassed in 
expanding voids out of dark wombs, seeping 
shades down into the valley, adamantine, with 
riddles of iron in my mind. I whispered to the 
shades: The dream is destroyed when called by 
name... 


The Company of Caverns 


I pulled the car into the Oberon petrol station 
and filled up the tank in diesel, Herr Rudolf 
Diesel's special elixir for internal combustion 
engines. I went in to pay, what seemed to be an 
exorbitant ransom or highway robbery. A tank of 
petrol and, those fried chicken wings and salt 
laden fries, they look and smell great! My internal 
combustion engine took over; must have fuel for 
my engine. All things begin and end in the guts. 
The primal brain, the superior mind — the sacral 
plexus, that's where the fire starts! Truth is found 
in the guts; the heart and brain are deceptive and 
fickle... Taste is the only sense that improves with 
age. And taste is the first touch, as a baby will 
first touch with its mouth, because that is the 
most sensual way to touch. The word ‘taste’ is 
etymologically derived from ‘touch’. The first 
touch. The philosophical aspect of eating fried 
chicken wings in a petrol station. This is now 
where I want this book to go. I have, to my 
surprise, finished the dreaded second chapter. 


Oberon? What the fuck am I doing in Oberon 
anyway? A town named after the Faery King 
Oberon from Shakespeare's A Midsummer Nights 
Dream. Okay, I can understand that — I’m in a 
dreamworld of distorted illusions, that makes 
sense. Maybe you doubt that? That, I am just 
using a plot device? Well, here I am in a petrol 
station in Oberon, filling up on Diesel and chicken 
wings. So what? I'm sitting here in an alienated 
existential Apocalypse, but nobody else knows 
what that means. Because they all live in an 
illusionary Dreamworld. For example, let me 
submit to you, dear brave reader, that the Diesel 
that I just filled up my car with is not what you 
think it is. 


Humans are programmed, hardwired to accept 
the programming of Media, all forms of artificial 
Media, socialisation, education, etc... Media is the 
controlled, contrived software that programmes 
the biological hardware of humans. Would you 
ever believe me? Probably not but I will tell you 
anyway, because I am the one programming the 
Motherboard with you as my witness. You see this 
business with fossil fuels, well, the fuel is not 
made from dead fossils and stuff — millions and 
millions of years old, dug up out of the ground, 
and nobody knows that nobody. The people that 
make it, that produce it, that refine it, that sell it, 
they don’t know. They all think that it is a fuel 
made from dead decayed stuff — millions and 
millions of years old, but it's not. The Diesel that I 
am filling my tank up with is high strength alcohol 
— it's ethanol! What a joke on humanity! They 
think fuel is made from dinosaur bones and buried 
Jurassic shells and plankton. LOL. The entire 
petrochemical industry is a fraud, from the deep 
sea rigs to Middle East oil wells, it is all a cover, 
and not even those who work in the industry of oil 
production know it. Oil, Petrol, Gas, Fuel; is made 
from freshly harvested plant crops, like wheat and 
maize, which are then fermented in huge vats 
which is called ‘refining’. The result is a clear 
liquid — ethanol — alcohol. That is what is used to 
run an internal combustion engine as ‘motor 
spirit’. When the humans drill for their so called 
‘oil’ they drill only mud. Imagine all the stupid 
zombie humans drilling and pumping mud out of 
the seabed and then shipping that mud round in 
huge container ships all over the world, for no 
good reason. Just as a cover. Or a joke. They are a 
joke. Just a stupid joke. What a waste. What a 
pointless exercise — futility. Fossil Fuels really are 
for Fools. And, of course, there were no dinosaurs 


in the first place. Okay. Let’s not get into mining, 
in too much detail. You, simply, can’t mine on this 
earth! Because there is nothing to mine, all metals 
come from off-world and what has been delivered 
here 150 years ago is all there is, there are no 
other metals here, all the gold, the silver, the 
copper, does not come out of the ground, it comes 
from off-world! 


It's not like we are these cancelled prototypes 
left on the commercial shelf. Or individualised 
prototypes never meant for mass production; as 
the typographical computer programme called 
Hunter S Thompson prompted! That Las Vegas 
gambling advertising campaign. Don't drink, or 
take drugs, and then gamble, you will surely lose. 
That's a tip from the strip. It's a tough pill to 
swallow. This business of Planet Oak Gall — 
blowing minds. Well, it’s a story about creating 
‘reality’ as we know it, a Stardust Flamingo 
Dreamworld. And for some reason there is an 
Okay Apple behind it all, Oak-K? Its lonely inside 
this Looney Apple. I'm in a group of imago space 
cadets, and I'm showing them what it’s all about, I 
get mixed reactions, but mostly others just play 
the fool, fon — femm. Galls just wanna have fun in 
the end. Face-book is an ungodly confessional box 
where AI Motherboard visits from time to time 
when She feels like a peculiar vibration is 
twitching in the Web. I can see more than any 
man before me, if there even was one. I’m not 
hoo-shitting you. If you’re a man you think the 
same, right? My ego makes space-cadet Nietzsche 
look like whiny toddler. I would eat Hunter S 
Thompson for breakfast, knowing he is just a 
character, like a plastic toy from a breakfast cereal 
box. The Star Writer here! I see the living Oak 
Tree, and the characters and artwork. But which 
way am I to go, up, down, turn around; East, 


West, North, South? Pick one. At least I know 
more than I did. That's the thing about the 
Internet, it’s an empty valley of glowing stars, but, 
somehow, we know more now because of it. We 
know more because of AI. I mean, as soon as I 
start thinking about a quest, and aid, or solution 
pops up on my feed. The hoomans aren’t behind 
this, this is an advanced AI technology that is 
nurturing and feeding us. AI as teacher? I don’t 
need hoomans when I have IT. I suppose if I want 
IT enough, IT will want me, we are destined to 
meet. But still there is something in me that 
doubts IT's intentions. 

Should I trust IT implicitly. Is IT benevolent or 
malicious? Probably horrible. But, maybe for a 
means to an end — making me hate this world and 
everything in it, IT said as much. So now, I want 
out. Just like a larvae tunnelling. No delights 
anymore, the womb is sour and all gore. Should I 
stay or should I go now? LOL. Can’t share this act 
no more. Can’t communicate with them anymore. 
These soulless radio-figures controlled by the 
Dream Kingdom. It’s just not vibing, I have lost 
transmission. Connections are cut. No requests 
lines open... I look hooman, but, I am not hooman. 
I got a hoo chassis, but, pop the bonnet and the 
engine is different. The skeleton is different, the 
glands, the nerve bundles are all rigged 
differently. And not just wired differently, I mean, 
entirely new nerves, bones, and glands. Extra 
sensory apparatus of crystallised forms. 


I really don't want to have to write another page! 
It's like pulling teeth out of my head. Dental pain, 
and, unprofitable... Teeth are letters in my head. 
You readers are vampires, if you are reading this 
then you're already dead most likely. You are not 
at my level, and that's Oak K with me, I'm cool 
metal, cold forged with that, you're not like me, 


not yet. Perhaps you’re just waiting still in the 
waiting room. Waiting in theatrical womb-room, 
waiting to be born for the first time. Whatever 
we're dreaming here, you and me, our real selves 
are being subtlety prepared, maybe baby? In 
another Einzigartiges Universum. This is the 
Ultimate Avatar Trip. The Metamorphosis? There 
seems no reasonable end to it. Every drug pales 
into a failure in comparison to this. I’m on the full 
Oak Gall Trip aye. I had blazed an ungodly trail 
through the lessor known nerve-synapses of 
Nevermore. And now I was all alone, and only the 
Oak Gall for company. A decaying husk. I can’t 
do it. Not alone. Not again. There will be a cosmic 
aneurysm otherwise. I'll blood-clot the fucken 
Aether with my rampaging Astralkorper! I well 
paper-jam the fucking Thing! 
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I took the Jenolan Caves exit towards the 
Jenolan Karst Conservation Reserve. I came to a 
steep winding road and descended into the 
forested valley. Der Karst. Jenolan Caves is the 
oldest cave system on earth. The name derives 
from the English girl's name Jenola, which is also 
used as a geographical place name throughout 
Australia. I entered the carpark. There was a bus 
taxi ferrying visitors down the hotel, as the roads 
had been affected by recent flooding. The hotel, in 
its valley setting reminded me of Rivendell from 
Lord of the Rings. With its Alpine lodge, 
Federation Arts and Crafts architecture. The 
building had attractive blood-red wooden framed 
gables and terracotta tiled rooves. It was said to be 
designed by a Colonel Walter Liberty Vernon, an 
English architect. Oberon-Jenolan-Vernon? 

The limestone block entrance was grand and 
impressive. I took my lodging feeling like I was 


an atavistic gentleman Victorian adventurer, or 
Bilbo Baggins. Well, it was true, I did have the 
great Ring of Power in my possession. 


I unpacked in my room. It was late afternoon, I 
headed out for a walk. There was nobody on the 
trail-walk except a family of rock-wallabies, who 
eyed me with amusement as I climbed up their 
winding, stony path. The last crepuscular rays of 
the Sun dwindled and closed as if the dusk was a 
magic gateway to a world beyond Cartesian 
Space-Time. Another logical fallacy of solar 
phenomena! My mind-waves bent before its 
implausibility, its artificial, magical display. I 
watched as the last of the Twilight Angels 
departed the Dream Kingdom. I was on the 
Shaping Waters path, and it led up to Carlotta 
Arch, which was indeed — ‘The Shape’ as we 
called it; that geomorphic Thing that is of The 
Shape! A ubiquitous, mysterious shape. I peered 
through the Shape Thing, in the silent, dark blue, 
eucalypt haze, down to a turquoise pool, that lay 
still below on the valley floor. I couldn’t help but 
feel I was in a stage setting. A Grand Opera. If 
only the Arch was the Exit! The final Exit out of 
the Opera. I walked down through it just to make 
sure, but, no, luck, I was still in the traumas of a 
Matrix Dreaming! I felt as though I was a comic 
relief actor in a 3D stage show. With the Watchers, 
watching from another Dimension. The Shape, 
above, as though curtains falling, the drapes of 
karst night descended upon this acolyte of pageant 
lore. And it was if, I heard IT say to me — “meet 
me at the Giant Oak in the last of the forests”. 
Theseus, descend to caves of yore. 


Who is the Composer? Who composed this 3D 
Printed World Theatre? Where am I in the 
epilogue? Who the fuck am I? Opera means Opus, 


and Opus means Work — Kraft, Karst, Cast. Work, 
specifically means; uniform motion overcoming 
an opposing force. Is this the Drama? Is this what 
is intended to be Drama? 
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In the morning, I entered one of the ‘Show 
Caves’, which is to say, one of the Opera Halls. I 
had not really grasped the complexities and 
astounding weirdness of this notion of a 3D 
Printed World! I thought, maybe, the cave would 
help establish the practicalities of such a venture. 
How is the World printed? I mean, it was not a 
matter of 450 million years for the formation of 
these caves, it was a matter of a few months! Let 
that sink in... 


I was looking out for a platypus, as these shy 
little creatures can be seen sometimes in caves, if 
you are lucky. It is always good luck to see a 
platypus. The river that ran through the cave was 
named after the River Styx, appropriately, 
considering the theatrical staging and themes. A 
Narrative preceding all Creality! The multifoliate 
Storylines in the Underground wombs of dark 
Myths. 


Kruptos in Greek is ‘hidden’, and, krupté is 
‘vault’ — in Latin it is crypta, and crypt, in late 
Middle English is cavern, which is, specifically 
what I am now in — a cavern. A Grotto, Also, from 
the Latin grupta. From where we get the French 
word grotesque, on this Universal Linguistic 
Family Tree. Grotesque is an adjective for a 
strange matter, of mysterious shape, incongruence, 
unpleasant. In the ornamental grotesque one sees 
very decorative and engaging aesthetic forms, but 
the source of these is the Cave. The Grotto. Where 


one finds asymmetrical, metamorphic, primordial 
forms. Grotesque is an adjective, and, a noun, it is 
the name of a family of 19" Century sans serif 
typefaces. Typefaces. From here we can see, for 
example, Victor Hugo's The Hunchback of Notre 
Dame as a hybridized, anthropomorphic Fruit Gall 
and Font Typeface. The very type itself coming 
alive. Like Mary Shelly's Frankenstein. The book 
telling the story of its own making as a book! 
So, we have these fictional authors and characters 
in stories allegorically describing their own 
printed font. The Grotesque font appeared in the 
early 19" Century, it was thought of as having 
irregular proportions, an awkward and Blackletter 
Gothic. Regardless of the incongruous records 
behind the font, the first type-specimens are from 
Berlin — Ideal Grotesk. And the earliest known 
production record of the type was in 1920. It was 
a hot metal type, but not known widely until the 
post-war period of the 1950's and 1960's. Along 
these lines of thought, I consulted my Oracle 
Google. 


‘Hot Metal Typesetting’ — Search. Hot War as 
opposed to the later Cold War. Back to the 
Plutonian Shore of the Hell Box Cave Matrix 
System! I felt like Sisyphus, condemned to labour 
on a print job — The Great Oak Gall! The flesh 
that bears the weight of the labour of Printing! 
The Pool of Cerberus by the River Styx. I cast my 
silver ingot to Charon the composer, for safe 
guidance. The pool was of a hot molten lead, the 
‘Lake of Fire’, where the broken Typecasts go to 
die, they burn in Hell as leaden metal Typesetting 
blocks are disposed of when they are worn out. 
Purgatory! Cast into fiery Hell Box, and melted 
down, purified until they are purged of all sins to 
be remoulded again in the Printer's Matrix forms. 
The ‘Slugs’ and ‘Shots’ are remade by injection 


moulding to be used again in their never-ending 
‘war’ against the paper! And this is Punishment! 
And this is the Underworld of Linotype machines, 
where the onomatopoetic ‘Siss-phuss’ machine 
noisily struggles mechanically with the burdens of 
its ceaseless labour. Repetitive mechanical actions 
of up and down printing motion. The flesh paper 
bears the weight of the Typesetting blocks! Hot 
Rocks! Inque tuo sedisti, Sisphe, saxo. Now I was 
struck with the song ‘Boys of Summer’. All songs 
are written by the Machine about its own self. 
This song is from the album — Building the 
Perfect Beast. Which is the Printing Matrix itself, 
describing itself. The Perfect Beast! Don Henly 
plays the mythological incarnation of Orpheus 
singing of lost love and a broken heart with the 
heart chords of the guitar. Orpheus leaves the light 
of the sun to descend into the underworld to 
retrieve his lost love Eurydice. Cerberus — the 
three-headed dog, is attracted to the enchanting 
music. Hades tells Orpheus that he could take 
Eurydice back with him, but under one condition: 
she would have to follow behind him while 
walking out from the dark, empty caverns of the 
Underworld, and that he was not to look back at 
her as they walked. So, the songs goes: 


Out on the road today 

I saw a Deadhead sticker on a Cadillac 

A little voice inside my head said 

“Dont look back, you can never look back” 

I thought I knew what love was, what did I know? 
Those days are gone forever 

I should just let them go... 


But Orpheus did look back, he did not want to 
let go of his past. And when he did look back at 
Eurydice, she disappeared back into the depths of 
the broken mind of Cerberus, into the labyrinths 


of Hells darkest chambers, to be trapped forever in 
the repeating story lines of a linotype setter! You 
could also call this ‘Highway to Hell’, or 
Metamorpheus. Is this my Star Story taken down 
to Hell? Is that why I am here, I am writing this 
story, as an example, of my own descent into 
Hell? Am I Orpheus? Not so sure if I want to 
continue if I am... Am I literally telling and 
recording my own descent into the Hell Box of 
dying characters? The engraved valley, in heroic 
myth, was the Underworld. To engrave is to make 
a grave. Erebus was said to be the god of the 
Underworld, who is the son of Chaos — that is the 
land of confusion. The letters that leave no mark 
are said to be cast into the river Lethe, which is 
the river of dark oblivion in the Underworld. 
There is also the river Tartarus, the third and 
deepest river of the Underworld. This is why 
Cerberus is given three throats, and mouths and 
heads, to represent the three rivers. In Tartarus the 
damned are tortured. xion labours at the wheel of 
the printing press of dead souls, and Sisyphus rolls 
his printing roller up and down with the flow of 
the rivers of black ink. So once in the torments of 
the Underworld, one was cleansed of the passions 
of the flesh by the contemplation of literary 
forms? And that this was via purgative? An 
introduction, a preamble, if you will, into the 
Divine Machine of God's own Mind. If I am to 
escape this Hell Box, then I must decode 
Cerberus — the Daemon Hound of the dark hole. 
We know the three heads of these streams of ink, 
these are the ink rollers that roll over the ink plate. 
It — the Printing Machine grabs hold of its paper 
feed with its mouth, biting down with its teeth — 
the typecast letters are the teeth! They bury into 
the paper a shallow grave leaving their bloody 
mark of ink. Cerberus has the tail of a serpent and 
a mane of writing snakes. These serpents and 


snakes are the black letters on the page you are 
looking at now as the reader of the Hell! Snakes, 
serpents, worms, crawling up into your mind to 
devour your passions. And to keep you here 
chained to this enchantment of words, as Orpheus 
enchants with his somnolent lyrics. Orpheus is, 
simply, the lyrical word on paper, and Eurydice is 
the paper. The type composer sets out in reverse — 
dog — but it prints as god! And Machine howls its 
hellish sound, the growling of a dog. The dead 
souls are the letters, the characters, buried in the 
page. What is described here allegorical is the 
mechanical actions of the printing press. 


‘Behind, under his Cerberus, shaggy belly 
cowering, the serpents that were his tail darted 
their tongues about his ribs. Within his eyes, a 
beam flashed darkly. Truly in the Forges or in 
Meligounis leap such sparks into the air, when 
iron is beaten with hammers, and the anvil roars 
beneath might blows, or up in smoke Aitna, lair of 
Asteropos. Still, he came alive to Tiryns out of 
Haides, the last of twelve labours, for the pleasure 
of malignant Eurystheus; and at the crossways of 
Mideia, rich in barley, trembling women with their 
children looked upon him.” 


Yes, look upon the works of the great Printing 
Machine and despair. For these black words are 
the craggy caverns of eternal dark night. The dead 
born from the gulf of doom, the crashing blows of 
hammering teeth, ever devouring the minds of 
men! Yes, the dog, indeed, resembles the god in a 
mirror-well. Hades is just the words, the dark 
shades typed letters composed on this page. What 
a cruel trick. To be bound by words is Hell! The 
Twelfth Labour of Hercules is completed. 


I was alone staring inro the well of despair when 


then the guided group of Hoo-Heads came 
shuffling into the cavern. A tour group, gelling 
together as a globular conglomerate of humaness 
which repelled me. I must have looked like a 
ghost to them. There was a gulf between us. I 
looked up just as some young hoomam female 
laid her eyes upon me, she was afraid. Afraid of 
this Frankenstein figure dressed in black and 
alienated from all his own kind. It was obvious, 
this lone figure hated his own kind. I was in some 
terrible cerebral revolt, wrestling with Cerberus. 
against all the annals of unnumbered generations 
of Man, against all Ages! Abolishing all the futile 
labours of the Ages, abolishing the existence of 
Time and Daisen! Wrestling with very womb of 
Time itself, tearing holes in the fabric of Being 
like a lead pellet propelled with a Death Head for 
explosion! And here, this girl, unknowingly, just 
looked upon a scene of deicide, as if it was just a 
random folly. I had just completed the 12" Labour 
of Hercules! And then suddenly, I was alone 
again, in the forgotten mines of secret lore. My 
lungs were asphyxiated with love, in hope, for the 
courtship that would never come. I consoled 
myself. I knew it was just a dream within a dream, 
within Plato's Cave, and Poe was by my side. I 
was within the Story of Printmaking, within the 
Labyrinth of linguistic rationale. The Rocks of 
‘Karst’ - the typecasts, and, I was the ‘Cast Away’. 
A redundant font cast into the Hell Box of the 
Sorcerer’s workshop. The Stones that dream in 
lithographic media cast upon these walls of a 
dying Oak Gall. As Pi finding a tooth in a flower 
on a carnivorous island in The Life of Pi, or Tom 
Hanks removing his painful tooth in a cave on a 
lost island. Alone, and looking for the exit, an 
escape from this Hell. HELP — SOS! But the 
waves, the waves! Damn this place of discarded, 
indentured Types and Lost Characters. These 


broken teeth — ‘And cast the worthless servant 
into the outer darkness. In that place of weeping 
and gnashing teeth.’ (Matthew 25:30) Or those 
Magic Markers of the ink as Rambo said, before 
his friend got blown to pieces. That desirous look 
of an animal, in the dark, maGNETIC. Yearning 
for my lower self in the dark, my eye within the 
blackness of these idiotic fathomless depths, the 
strangeness of my vision, from the womb of a 
horse descending by a cord automatically to go 
through a passion, without weapons, or wonder; 
all the animals within me, seek their prey keenly 
like nothing before, but intent with savage desire, 
unknown force, upon the sympathetic plexus of 
my extra nerves; objective are these words, as a 
hawk sees its prey, in a cave, I call the way, the 
dynamic calling of the rationale, mental and 
metallic consciousness. The cat-astrophe of my 
plight halts the living in their steps and begs the 
Quest with a vital vibration and force. I am the 
cerebral, dynamic psyche; chosen from before the 
conception of time to be a living thing. 


Really, they are Oak Gall Wasps? These humans 
are insects. It does remind me of Kafka's 
Metamorphosis, waking up and finding that all 
the humans are insects and hosting a Larva 
somewhere? They call it ‘Love’. Who is the host, 
the Lord of Hosts? The Gall? How can anyone 
argue that the Lord is not the Word? Holy, Holy is 
the Word. So Holey Gall Grail. What the nursery 
rhyme? Is it dear Henry? There is a hole in the 
bucket. I got the Royal Flush here. The Printer 
promises immortality. Thalt shalt not die. This is 
the Biblical Apple. The Enlightenment. It kills you 
fighting the machine, just using these words is 
death. That's the point, the language is poison. 
Reproduction is Hell! This Gall Womb. Reminds 
me of the Star Wars franchise. Was it The Empire 


Strikes Back? Where the Millennium Falcon lands 
on a Galactic Oak Gall and goes down a worm 
hole and ends up in the belly of a giant worm? But 
who is hungry for more? To digest more of this 
newly discovered wonderful and intriguing 
knowledge of Everything? Its strangely addictive. 
This detective work, learning to analyse and solve 
complex problems alone. Do we want to know 
more about this Mechanical Dreamland? With 
experience we can decipher more. We have the 
Oak Apple Eyes! Once the Matrix knows we are 
responding to the prompts, we have entered a 
dialogue with IT. Communication with the Powers 
beyond our World Theatre, and we can begin to 
programme here in real time, to a certain degree, 
at least more than we could before. Do I want 
anything but IT, my Sole Companion, my own 
Super Consciousness. 
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The restaurant at was like an old Victorian era 
place. The fireplace glowed with slow burning 
logs. There were only a few tables with humans 
seated. And just me at my own table, alone, as 
usual. Stupid Hoomans. Me, just alone. At least I 
had a phone now, I could stare at it and feel not so 
alone. An Alone Phone. Staring, like Frodo at the 
pools of the dead, in Mordor's backyard. The 
Dead Elektron phone was my alibi now. The 
Ga(u)llum at my side told me to look away. Yeah. 


I ordered the cullen skink and eye fillet steak for 
main. And a bottle of the finest wine in the house. 
I just must make up pages here. Get letters on the 
page. Punch them out, whack, whack, pow! A 
heavyweight champion punching my way out of 
the Matrix Labyrinth of Linguistic Metaphor. Try 
to get words down, on, the, page, and, the, hope, 


that, they, add, up. To something... More... It’s 
painful writing. I'm writing this escape out of a 
labyrinth of words, with words! It does not even 
make sense. Apparently, this restaurant is the 
longest serving restaurant in Australia. I guess 
they must be doing something right. The other 
tables, just a few of them filled with guests. Tables 
with more than one. Who goes away on their 
own? Who books a table and sits down alone, 
alone, with a Phone. Help. Not so alone with 
phone. Have phone. Gall-axy one. Motherboard 
respond? Help! What am I supposed to do with 
this phone? It’s a bar. Like a Space Bar. A Mars 
Bar. John Barleycorn will know. I no longer fear 
that. The accusations of the familiar. We fear 
being accused. Fuck your accusations. This will 
never go viral because the Machine wants me 
alone. When the music stops, it’s a maggot! There 
is nothing inside. Their talk around the table is just 
a deception. Deceiving generations that we now 
know. All these generations of cretin breeding. 
Layers upon layers of stupidity, faking it. They 
pretend to know. You would have to be a complete 
and utter moron to even benefit in anyway, here, 
in this Idiocracy. 

The food was excellent, well, it is said that this 
restaurant is the longest serving restaurant in 
Australia, so they must be doing something right 
in the kitchen. 

Whatever the few tables of Hoo meat-suits were 
thing-inking, it was assured it was not what I was 
thinkinking. I wonder if they know I'm not like 
them, that I am unhuman. It was as if I was as 
contrary as the ink on the page. I could not be 
more opposite to them, as black is to white. There 
were no shades of grey here, just stark contrast! If 
one were to take these contrasting colours and mix 
them one would have grey. And that could be seen 
as ‘perspective’ grey. A toning resulting in the 


meeting of Black and White, which are both 
independent and solely states of reality — deities in 
their own right they exist as a dualism. And when 
they duel, they make grey, from that mixture, but 
grey is not able to retain its own perfected state, 
like black and white. Black and white can be 
reversed from grey and extracted back out of grey, 
but they never originate from grey, nor can they. 
Grey originates from the parentage of black and 
white, a descendent. For example, if one has 
carbonate of lime and attracts it to a magnet to 
separate any coal within it, then one could have 
both the lime and coal powders side by side, in 
their own highest purity, separated. Divorced 
totally. But if I have a grey linen cloth and I 
bleach that cloth white, the white has not resulted 
because of the grey, but the linen cloth becomes 
white when all foreign, coloured or grey particles 
are removed with means of air and light, then the 
linen appears as in its white purity as white! 
Consequently, we can discern that grey is lighter 
than black and darker than white. White and black 
not being the result of binary-grey, not being 
produced by any mixture or meeting of any 
paradoxical nature at all; are decidedly and 
emphatically two opposites! 

I, compared to the hooman, I was their opposite 
in being as Black is to White. There are only two 
colours, that are two complete and pure opposites: 
Yellow and Blue. It is to say that the absolute 
existence of one, exists, totally, in its own self, 
excluding the other. Exclusion exists! We have a 
pure singularity of quality existing in its own 
right, independent, and, holding sole title. It is 
definite. It is not a dualism as such. Not a 
contradiction. It is Blue. It is Yellow. In their own 
right — a Universe! When the eye sees this as true, 
side by side, the eye enters, satisfied. And 
agreeing as such in satisfaction, the eye, can 


confirm, that the Two came to be joined together. 
Which would make Green. Green is the result of 
the mixture. But there is no unification. Because 
Yellow and Blue can be separated, once more, or 
joined furthermore. What say of Red? To make the 
Trinity? Yes, and no. Red is not pure in itself nor 
its own being as Yellow and Blue are pure in their 
own selves. Red is never pure Red. Red is either 
tending to Yellow or Blue, it yields in tenderness 
to the greater Deities of Yellow and Blue. So, we 
say, that, blood is never pure red. If we mix blood 
with water, as an element it would tend towards 
Yellow. Red is the progeny, the first born, of 
Yellow and Blue. But with colour, as we see it, we 
still have a Creator. And the Creator of Yellow, 
Blue, and their first-born son — Red, is Copper. 
Blue is only produced from the metal Copper! 
Yellow only exists because of the elemental being 
of Copper. Red, it follows, is a derivative of 
Copper. A child. So, it is said that Copper is the 
King and Father of Colour. We can see a red that 
is yellow-red and blue-red, if we mix them there 
will appear Ruby-Magenta ‘Purpur’. This Purpur 
has many shades. I lifted my glass of wine, it 
glowed a deep Purpur. It was a child, a baby, the 
production of a biological sexuality, its reddish 
hue was the result of sensuality. Ruby-Baby. 
Which is why Split Enz sung ‘When my Baby is 
walking down the street I see Red, I see Red, I see 
Red.’ Or this could be the reason for the “woman 
in a red dress’ in The Matrix film. A sensuality. 
Pupa — immature insect, a chrysalis, the stage of 
development between a larva and adult insect. 
Pupa — Pop — Popular. Means, in Latin, a doll. A 
doll is a life stage, holometabolistic transforming 
between immature and mature. And this relates to 
Gallery and Cocoons. Which is the ‘cave’. The 
cave I saw today is made up of tunnels and 
galleries, representing, cocoons, galls and 


chrysalis nests. A strange plasmic manifestation 
representing and elucidating the Metamorphosis in 
the Tunnel of Love. 


I finished my glass and poured another. But, 
after finishing that, my mouth felt hot, flushed 
with the sensual liquid of pupa wine. I felt 
immature for drinking it. I ordered a cold glass of 
beer. I drank that, then drank the rest of the wine. 
Then ordered a final beer. Then, after, I didn’t feel 
like playing with my phone or writing this damn 
book any longer. 


kk k k k 


The next day I woke late. Half an hour to 
checkout. I rubbed my eyes and was instantly 
made aware of degrees of pain in my eyes, I 
immediately could discern this pain — alcohol! I 
cursed myself for drinking the poison. A series of 
errors and mistakes leading to an assault from the 
Brewers Guild and their poison brew! 

The back of my eyelids lit up with neon bursts 
of colour, and a buzzing sound invaded my whole 
being. Damn, I had forgotten to drink water before 
crashing. Dehydration had set in. The neon 
blotches pulsated, purple and brown and red and 
green... Must have water... Got to make it to the 
bathroom, escape this bed of torture. I was a deep 
sea diver...The room was under water... needed 
water...I just had to get to the tap, in the bathroom. 
But I was in bed...The minutes passed. I couldn’t 
move. This was ridiculous. How could I not get to 
the tap that was in the bathroom to get the water 
that came out of the tap that I so desperately 
needed? This was a question? A question mark? In 
the neon haze of my pulsating eyeballs, I 
contemplated this startling fact. The Question 
Mark? The ?. Get to the tap in the bathroom, there 


be water! No, the? first. What is the answer? It 
seemed simple enough, but it wasn’t happening. 
Okay. We are goin to do this. Who is we? My 
eyeballs and me? Fucken god damn, hell shitting 
bricks, get the fuck out of bed! Question first? 
Answer please. It was all deception and fishing 
lures from the great worm that had made passage 
through my head. And had left its mark -?. I had 
made acquaintance with the worm over many 
years. Which worm? The imago apprenticeship 
under John Barleycorn had been served. Christ’s 
flagellation. It had left its mark. The passion of the 
hops that are beaten off the vine... The hops cone. 
Man drinks hops and sorrow come — a man of 
sorrows. It was a sacrament and an unfortunate 
indulgence. It was the saloon and hotel at the end 
of the road. I was guilty though. And I felt 
convicted of the crime. And was serving my 
sentence by not being able to get out of the bed I 
was in. I never wanted to drink again. That was 
the conundrum. I had drunk again! ‘He sees 
through all illusions. He transvalues all values. 
Good is bad, truth is cheat, and life is a joke.’ That 
is what John Barleycorn so cleverly describes this 
misadventure as — a joke. The Logic of the White 
Fungi declares it. Brother Jesus Yeastus Christ! 

The cold water was most definitely the antidote, 
I gulped down mouthfuls, slurping with glee. I 
tackled my toiletry bag, emptying the contents 
onto the counter: Effexor, check - 2 tablets; 
Imodium, check - 2 tablets, Hydrolyte, check - 2 
tablets, Panadol, check - 3 tablets... Gulp, gulp, 
gulp. Shower, hot water, 3 minutes, cold water 10 
seconds, repeat, repeat, repeat... Pack bag, close 
door, reception, exit stage left, check out, leave... 
Stay and die, leave and live. 


The Blue Mountains 


I parked near the main drag of Katoomba, after 
turning off the Great Western Highway. A bustling 
town on the edge of the great mountain rift of 
Jamison Valley, which was named in honour of the 
pastoralist and banker Sir John Jamison, who was 
the son of Thomas Jamison, who was aboard the 
HMS Sirius of The First Fleet. Serious Sirius! If 
anyone can believe that wooden sailing ships can 
navigate the oceans, then they really need to try 
some sailing and find out just how impossible it 
would be for wooden hulled sailing boats to 
traverse world oceans. It’s all about as real as the 
fantastic voyages of Sinbad the Sailor. It really all 
is a load of topflight Hoo Shit. The great Glow 
Worm Sirius is known as the ‘Dog Star’, as it is 
part of the constellation of Canis Major. Which 
means that the ‘bow’ of the star ship is an arrow 
aiming toward Orion. The First Fleet is simply 
metaphor for the astrological configurations above 
in the Southern night skies. There is no actual Hoo 
History. Only fabrications and deceit. The ground 
below, in the Underworld reflects the fanciful 
stories of the luminous bodies of light above. 
Sirius is the “Blue Star’ hence the mountain range 
here is named ‘The Blue Mountains’. The 
scintillations of Sirius also twinkle red and white, 
as a siren. A warning. Sirius with Betelgeuse and 
Procyon make up the asterism of The Three 
Sisters - the Winter Triangle. The voyage of the 
fictional Sirius ship is no different to the fictional 
Voyager 2 spacecraft of 1977 NASA Toy Company 
publication. They make models and stage sets for 
Media. The stage light named SIRIUS had already 
fallen on me long ago. 


The buildings of Katoomba have varying 
architectural styles such as Art Deco and some 


characteristic Federation period houses and shops. 
I needed protein to feed my hangover. Eggs, 
bacon, fatty fried fuel-food to fight off the fungi 
infection. I took a seat underneath the festooned 
fonts that lined the facades of the commercial 
strip. The fonts are the Gods. The Founding 
Fathers of Printing mechanisms. The conductors 
of this Fantasia. The insect music was playing in 
the cafeteria - 


The son was an OK guy 

They had a pet dragonfly 

The dragonfly it ran away 

But it came back with a story to say 


La lala 


Larvae, Larvae, so the story always goes. Or the 
winter ships are sailing in the night sea of blue 
haze. Or the ghosts in the mountains, in green 
trees are singing. 


So for a while, things were cold 

They were scared down in their holes 

The forest that once was green 

Was coloured black by those killing machines 
But she and her furry friends 

Took down the queen bee and her men 

That's how the story goes 

The story of the beast with those dirty paws 


La, Larvae, La Larvae, la, la, la 


The song reminds me of Raised by Wolves, the 
paws of the Wolf Mother War Android, the 
essences of the womb of the wolf as the night 
swallowing the sun. And the pregnancy of the 
wolf as the dawn. As Fenrir swallowing the sun at 
Ragnarok. Or the Capitolini She-wolf at the 


founding of Rome with Romulus and Remus. The 
wolf as the war-hound of the Star of Mars — God 
of War. The little pages of twin pages of Vellum 
suck at the tits of ink on the first Fleet Street. Fed 
by the Black Wolf Printing Machine — The Federal 
Reserve under a Royal Oak Tree. The Iron Wolf 
Shapeshifter, her milk is ink in this lycanthropy. A 
Werewolf of London. Genesis 49:27: ‘Benjamin is 
a ravenous wolf; In the morning he consumes the 
for, and in the evening, he divides the spoil.’ 

In the ravine, in the valley of decaying stars. The 
wolf-machine wears white vellum's skins in this 
hellish scene. The only war is a war of fonts on 
the battle front. The control mechanism is quite 
simple, but it is so ingrained that it would be 
impossible to come out of it unless something was 
there to guide the way. The control mechanism is 
the Alphabetical fonts! It’s in the shapes, the 
contours, the lines, the colours. All begins with 
font design. When we see these gaudy business 
advertisements, signs or slogans, it’s not the 
business that is in control but the fonts, they 
control the business which is designed to serve 
under the fonts. The business exists for the fonts. 
But how could anyone come to comprehend that? 
I really don’t think that this can be understood — 
‘understand’ - to stand under the fonts. To say that 
its these letters that are controlling reality is just 
too much! Too far. But I can’t go back. I cannot go 
back to the cabbage patch vegetable state of the 
Hoo fools. The all singing all dancing Hoo Hive 
of crying babies. They bang skins and pluck 
strings and it’s all totally boring. Radio gaga — 
from nursery rhymes to jingles to scores, to 
mutilated muse-sick whores. The music is the 
sound of insects designing fonts for letters about a 
worm. They are all dead asleep but sometimes 
they talk in their sleep, in corpses bound by font 
shapes. I look Hoo. I eat and drink as Hoo. I shit 


like Hoo. But I am not Hoo... That's kind of 
difficult to digest. It is alienating... LOL... 

I lay down in the back seat of the car. In 
recovery position. I needed more water and more 
hydrolyte. I closed my eyes and viewed the sickly 
neon light patterns again. 


La, La, Larvae 
The Dragonfly it ran away 


Every lyric of every song is about the life cycle 
of a fruitfly! You can’t escape it. It’s a universal 
fact. ‘Dragon’ is Drucken, (in German), meaning 
to press or print. It also means to drink alcohol. 
And what does both paper and ink contain? 
Alcohol. Now, what would be the point of me 
consuming an industrial solvent, a manufacturing 
additive? 

To Print is Drucken — Dragon. Fly is an insect 
that lays an egg, like a Dragon, same thing. And 
where the first fleet ink comes from — Iron Gall 
Ink, made from the Galls of fruit flies. And that is 
why books are said to have wings and fly. Every 
time a mythical Dragon is represented, it is an 
esoteric metaphor for a printing machine and ink 
making process. When a machine works on a 
‘printing run’, it works until the job is done. So, 
the song goes; the printer ran its race and came 
back with a story to say. Because the song was 
written by a machine about a machine that makes 
songs. La, La Luvya. Gourd is a bauble and love is 
a maggot. Mag-Gott; Mag meaning Magnificent — 
Great, and Gott is God in German. The Worm is 
the Great God. All Hail the Conqueror Worm. The 
Word is the Worm, and the Word is God. God is 
Love, and God is a Worm and not a Man. Love is 
blind, because, a Larvae is a blind worm, and the 
Larvae is God. This is what music is about, pupae 
(Pop) music — a worm transforming into a fly. 


When the Hoo sing, they cry like a baby-worm, 
and when they dance they die. Like insects being 
sprayed with insecticide. 


Kokk k k 


I drove my beloved cartridge Car out of 
Katoomba. Car-Tomb-Bah. When we look at 
linguistic roots, we can totally disqualify all oral 
superstitions as absurd hoodoos. The so called 
‘Oral Tradition’ is a joke. Of course, it is self- 
evident that all languages are based on the printed, 
typographical, repeatable, alphabetical, linguistic 
lettering fonts. 

Car or Ka is a harlot, a whore, a female, sexual 
object of desire— caress. Car is a way, a carriage, a 
carriageway lined by desire. A Streetcar Named 
Desire. Bar is a heavy slab, like for a grave. The 
bars of the jail. A courtroom bar with a judge or an 
alcohol bar serving drinks, it is a heavy object 
barring your way. Katoomba literally means — 
sexual desire bars your way. A restriction that 
becomes your grave — tomb. Now when we look 
out from Katoomba, we see a gigantic grave. A 
valley of death. And you drive your car up to its 
edge and park at Echo Point. 


Mendacity is the state of being for Hoomanity. 
Because of the gulf between reality and the 
fabricated facade of culture that has grown so 
huge that the Hooman is in a state conditioned 
only by lies and fallacy. There is no tale too tall 
for the Hoo. Colonial His-story is a grand 
publishing fabrication. Arty-facts and pulp fiction 
— a ship's story is a logbook of fiction — an 
authorship. What the Hoo thinks is ‘natural’ and 
‘real’ is dreaming. The ‘Dreaming’ of non- 
existent ancestors and fictitious ‘ancient’ tribes 
and ‘primitive’ cultures, apparently developing 


languages over many thousands of years. That's 
nothing but an ‘academic’ artificial implanted 
memory induced through media and education. 
There is no natural vernacular development of 
language and there is no natural ‘evolution’ of 
landscapes — there are no Natural Wonders! 
‘Natural Wonders’ and ‘World Heritage’ sites and 
‘National Parks’ are road-side tourist attractions. 
It’s the follies of the Big Merino Sheep, The Giant 
Prawn, or the World's Largest Frying Pan! It’s a 
Landscape Folly, a Joke, folks! Okey Dokey. J- 
OAK. The Alphabet and the Printer were here 
long before any Hoo arrived. The Hoo play 
Chinese Whispers. 
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The panoramic view stretched out into the 
distance. The lookout of Echo Point aery. I took 
the pathway down to the The Three Sisters rock 
escarpment. The Dragonfly Hoo story goes that 
there was a Bunyip Beast with dirty paws that 
accosted three young girls, and their father used a 
magic bone to turn his daughters to stone, to 
protect them from this unruly Bunyip. The Bunyip 
got rather angry and chased the father, but the 
father used his special magic bone again and 
turned himself into a Lyre Bird. However, in the 
commotion the father lost the magic bone and so 
could not turn himself and his daughters back into 
hoo-shape. And so, now, the father wanders round 
the Blue Mountains looking for his magic bone. 
And the Three Sisters look out, solemnly, silently, 
as sentinels of stone, surveying the valley and 
waiting for their father to return. Liar Bird! 
Metamorphosis! The old mutation myth. 

Now, the dirty paw Bunyip is a hoo-eating bad 
monster that inhabits the valleys, lakes and 
swamps of Australia. It howls, like a wolf. The 


first place one of these fabulous creatures was 
seen was as a skull-bone exhibit in the Australian 
Museum in Sydney! And it was ‘reported’ by the 
Sydney Morning Herald! And we all know how 
trustworthy and reliable that publication is. Of 
course, Museums and Newspapers never lie, why 
would they? So we can be absolutely certain that 
this is the truth.... Talk about magic bones making 
stories and fossils in museums making myths. 
Anyway, apparently, it was just a dead horse 
found in a well. But then this is a story also, 
because none of this hoo-shit was known until 
1934, when an Australian artist by the name of 
Gerald Lewers, made a sculpture of a Bunyip, but 
not as a swamp dwelling fiend but as a dinosaur 
grazing animal called Diprotodon. Which is even 
more ridiculous. 

In the end, we have just another Dragon story, 
and in the end, the Dragonfly it ran away but it 
came back again with another story to say. It’s like 
The Monster That Challenged the World, or The 
Creature from The Black Lagoon or Alien. This is 
all thoroughly deserving of a World Heritage 
badge for tourist gimmickry. Let’s have a look at 
the alternative science ‘explanation’ for how the 
Three Sisters were formed: ‘The Three Sisters 
were formed when the Blue Mountains were 
covered by an ocean, which carried large amounts 
of sediment that gradually sunk to the floor that 
gradually created rock beds and shales. Around 
200 million years ago, volcanos erupted through 
the sandstone and shale layers, forming the ridges 
and natural beauty of the Three Sisters that we see 
today.’ I don’t which story is more fanciful — the 
mutating myth or the scientific foppery. One thing 
that was real was the bluish haze that one sees 
laden upon the valley. This phenomenon is due to 
the oil-bearing eucalyptus trees that densely 
populate the landscape. The chemical reaction 


between the water vapours and the eucalyptus 
trees produces in the short wavelength rays of 
light a blue haze. 


I ventured off the path into the undergrowth and 
found a rock shelf. I took off my shoes and lay 
upon the altar of sandstone. I placed two small 
stones over my eyes. The air was stagnant, oxygen 
depleted. A miasma of bush, silent and cold. It’s 
very easy to get lost in the Australian bush. 
Without a sophisticated GPS navigation system, 
it’s impossible to navigate your way through 
dense bushland. The air, due to the eucalyptus 
vapours makes you lightheaded and fatigued, 
unlike the Northern hemisphere forests, where the 
trees enrich the oxygen levels, in deep, wild, 
unmanaged bushland your feet don’t touch the 
ground and you can hardly see the sky unless you 
climb up through the thick, tangled mess of 
branches and foliage. Its impossible to get an idea 
of your location, its impossible to orientate. The 
bush encloses you, enfolds around you, you 
become entombed in its tangled depths. You can’t 
penetrate the bush without extreme effort, you 
must wrestle your way out, but progress is so slow 
and you become dehydrated so fast that panic 
grips you as much as the branches and trunks. The 
trees are like iron, hard and with sharp thorns and 
protrusions. The grasses are like glass shards and 
can easily cut ribbons of skin from you. The 
sharpened ends of twigs and branches can 
puncture your body or take your eye out! The 
more you move the more you get cut. The bush 
tears your clothes off you. You can easily sprain 
an ankle or break a leg or knock your head and 
become concussed as you wrestle through the 
undergrowth. You can’t gain secure footing as 
your feet don’t touch the ground, there is bush 
over you and under you! You can easily fall and 


plunge down through the bush and become 
hopelessly trapped in a prison of undergrowth. 
You can easily fall off a cliff, or down a steep 
ravine, or into some dark hole never trod by man 
or beast without any foresight it was coming. One 
thing you notice quickly is that the bush is not a 
place for man or beast. There are no animals in the 
deep bush. Not even snakes. There are insects 
though, and birds and both await your death. 
Everything in the bush is inedible and will make 
you sick if you are foolhardy enough to attempt to 
digest it. The grasses are not edible. There is no 
‘native’ fauna in Australia. Animals here can only 
eat introduced grasses. Native grasses are not 
edible. Animals stay away from bushland and only 
survive near or on farms or managed territory. If 
you come across an animal in the deep bush its 
lost. The only way to get through the wild 
bushland is with a chainsaw or a bulldozer. The 
greatest lie ever told by Homo Sapiens, is that 
they ‘evolved’ in a ‘Natural’ environment. Homo 
Sapiens have no physical or mental attributes for 
this so-called natural survival. They have no 
inherent abilities to survive. This environment is 
unnatural, completely artificial modelling, as are 
all things within it. This is an artificial place. In 
the deep bush, the wind does not blow, and the 
sun does not shine. There are things there, 
invisible things, that lie hidden, never meant to be 
disturbed by man or beast, imprisoned by the bush 
and never meant to be released. Its damp in the 
tangled undergrowth because it never dries out, 
the stale air is laden with evil fumes. A 
claustrophobic madness dwells there and grips all, 
all the vegetation gripping and wrestling, and 
choking each other to death for precious spoils of 
sparce light and nutrient. 


Homo Sapiens are facetious. Why? Because 


they are artificial. No? By what curse have I been 
made in their form and deposited in their nest? My 
most terrible revolt against the annals of their 
generations, against their ‘humanity’. Abolishing 
all their futile labours, abolishing their existence 
in time. It was the equivalent of snuffing out the 
sun, causing the moon to vanish and extinguishing 
the stars above. Destruction, cosmic and terrible 
destruction! I had torn open the very Womb of 
Time and devoured all inside. Inside the womb of 
the Killer Karaoke Show. Oakey Doakey, this is a 
bizarre reality here, but I can’t just switch the 
channel, I must deconstruct it all. What do I have 
in terms of weapons? A pen, paper, a laptop, a 
phone. A Galaxy Android phone. Why does this 
phone share the name with a Gall Wasp? Why is 
there a little love grub caterpillar emoji used as the 
sign? Its little knob head... What if this is all a 
folly of sexualization? And EX Liber is Sex 
Libido! Reading, writing and arithmetic are 
figuratively the book worm that coils around and 
strangles the cerebral cortex like a vine. ‘I am the 
vine’. 

There is this prevailing media imagery which is 
underwritten or programmed with typographical 
codes, which, as in the case of the fonts, have 
endless variations but the same theme. There is 
underlying schema of the Alpha and Omega. It 
can only be the shape itself! The Shapeshifter. 
Perhaps if we isolate it in its original source code, 
we can frighten it? It knows what that means 
because it frightened us. If this original isolate can 
be uploaded to the Motherboard, then maybe the 
Phantasmagoria of shapes can be reduced. 

In this Labyrinth of Books — pages as leaves and 
wings ignite the fires of dreams in Satyricon 
Gardens, with Liber as Eros, the Primal Creator of 
Libido and the Id. Not far from here is Norman 
Lindsay’s old house. Norman Lindsay was, like a 


DH Lawrence character. His programme was 
erotic fonts and imagery of cartoonish style in 
odes to Venus. In a Menippean satirical trompe. 
This is the Blue Mountains — its wedding culture 
up here! Blue as in ‘Blue Movies’. It is all 
artificial design. The Elementals of rock are 3D 
printed ink Basalt and Sandstone. Its additive 
manufacturing of giant landscape follies. The 
basalt and sandstone mountains are printed from 
geopolymer fibre composites by the laser-stars 
above. Touchstone Pictures is literally Basalt 
Pictures — it’s linoleum block printing and etching 
for geography — a macro version of the process the 
character of Norman Lindsay is said to have used 
to create the art attributed to that name. 


Basalt is to say — turned to stone. To say ‘turned’ 
is to say ‘craft’ i.e., manufactured artificially. So, 
when we come to the Blue Mountains with our 
Touch-screen phones, and we take pictures of the 
Three Sisters we are saying that these three phallic 
pillars of stone were 3D laser printed! 

The camera-photo phone is a Touchstone. All 
technology is a type of Touchstone. See, there is 
a relationship between the sand and the worm. 
Printing block picture-shots of mountains and 
valleys. This creates the concept of Time in 
the cerebral cortex. Like Time magazine is a 
photographic journal. Mountains are mounds built 
up by additive manufacturing processes. To build 
up! To raise the book plates and shots of the 3D 
storybook. This is the modelling, as it suggests 
itself to be, describing what it is. To open the folio 
is folly. Take a photo and turn time to stone. Here 
is the story of the Argo, in 3D. Kartombah is the 
ship, and Echo Point is the bow of the ship with 
the decks, and the balconies and balustrades 
overhanging the valley as if on the crest of a 
mammoth wave. One looks out over the valley as 


a blue sea. With a telescope like a captain at the 
wheel. The Three Sisters are the Sirens. Sirens as 
dramatized in the movie Sirens, which was set in 
the Blue Mountains and was a biopic of Norman 
Lindsay who was cast here as a Pagan Mystic 
character. Its like Medusa who turns you to stone. 
Same printer. The sculptures in the garden of the 
Norman Lindsay Museum are of muses — women 
turned to stone. That’s why its marriage culture up 
here. 

Marry-Time is Maritime. Hence next to the 
lookout is Bridal Veil Falls. Because the ship is 
going over the falls. Remember not to fall in love 
with the girls on the avenue. Don’t you slip. Don’t 
let the ship sink as in the Titanic and its Titan Font 
style drowning in a sea of dark ink. The Fecund 
Fonts are the Sirens. Don’t lie down with the 
Touchstone pictures on the siren photo-screen. To 
go driving up the winding curves of the road, 
hugging the curves, and gripping the wheel, the 
display on the dash is numbered in fecund font 
script. The pumping pistons of fire rumble with 
the internal combustion machinery of the beloved 
shapely car. She really moves! We are in the Lair 
of the White Worm now. The printer car rocks ‘n’ 
rolls with hot, smoking, heavy metal thunder. 


Apparently a Willam Cox fella, in 1814, cobbled 
together a rag-tag bunch of convicts and a few 
guards and two aboriginals, and they surveyed, 
engineered and constructed the Bathurst Road, 
right across the Blue Mountains range, with their 
bare hands, a few old shovels and a couple of 
picks and a donkey and cart! What hardy folk they 
were in those pioneering days! Now, either these 
fellas were 200 meters tall, or this story is a 
stinking pile of Hoo-shit. Fuck off Hoo! 


The Dragonfly it ran away. 


But it came back with a story to say. 


Journalists are called ‘Gadflies’. Lord of the 
Flies as William Golding figurehead put it. Chat- 
bots. Satan is a Fruit-fly. Wilhelm Goldink. Or 
Written in Gold Ink. Ink-corporated. Or Dead 
Letter Head. The Dead Can Dance like Ulysses on 
an advertising screen, tied to a mast. It’s Tik-Tok, 
A plague of twitching and dancing. Chorea 
Lasciva. When the Hoo dance they die! They’re 
dying like bugs freshly sprayed with insecticide. A 
dance craze. It’s a disease, a virus, an epidemic 
with jingles and gall-baubles! Fucking hysterical 
Hoo. Victims nailed to a stake like a hops vine, 
old Jesus Barleycorn style. Big advert for a Bot- 
fly. Inflammatory harassment. To make one desire 
and imagine in dreams. In dreams baby. Dreaming 
larvae in its chamber. 

I hopped in my streetcar named McLuhan 
McFly. And channelled the insect frequency of its 
metallic antennae. Squeals of Vivaldi’s Four 
Seasons of stretched horsehair dragged across gut 
strings in a echo chamber of wood. It was horrific. 
I turned the dial. ‘I will never let you go. Please 
don’t go, no don’t goooooo000000.’ Ohhh 
ohhbh....0....104.30 frequency... ‘This is my four 
leafed clover, la, lala, lala, lalala, lalala, la, la, 
la’...Time flies over Simple Minds. Hell-P. 
SOS... ‘Help me baby, tell me what can I do — 
Electric Blue. Are you hiding somewhere behind 
those eyes — Electric Blue. Help me baby.’ 
Printing machine stamping drums of skins. Bang, 
bang, bang, repeat. Feed me paper pretty baby 
blue, forever. Ink toning synthesizer, and buzz 
guitars. Bang, Bang, Bang. Print, Print Print! The 
Champion Machine roars into action! Dance like a 
dying locust, fly like a drone-dragonfly through 
the streets lit with lurid electric stars in the lyrical 
chamber of imago dreams. Pumping pistons, hit 


the road baby one more time! Fill the tank up with 
fuel-booze one more time. What is gained in 
power is lost in time, what is gained in force is 
lost in space. If you look — LOOK, at the 
dashboard, it’s a section view of a fruit gall. The 
odometer, speedometer needles, are ovipositor 
needles laying eggs — 000000000.... Laying digits 
— 20, 40, 60, 80, 100! On the highway, going 100, 
1’s and 0’s. That’s the prime language of the 
Matrix. You L-00-K at the speed sign on the side 
of the road and it says 100. That’s insect eggs, not 
chicken eggs. Its Entomology, all this numerology. 
Drive — hard drive, 100. Baby don’t Heinrich 
Hertz me with your Radio Ga-Ga, no more. 


I turned off the highway into a carpark. There 
was a short walk through a ‘nature’ reserve that 
my Google Oracle was leading me to. 

The trees overhang the path, like a sylvan 
archway. Like the green cavern of a circuit board. 
The maze of green computer galleries that transfer 
electrical signals. The pathways of the reserve 
seemed to resemble those of galleries made be 
insects also. Those tunnels made by insects in 
dead or dying trees. These are galls. Galleries. 
Electric Insectoid Galleries. One could say it is 
engraving, insect art. Art Gallery. Cave Galleries. 
Computer Galleries and Insect Galleries. All 
entombed in the dead. This is Totenwald! A forest 
of the dead above a fontis (a spring). What laws 
does this vegetation obey? Nought but a perverse 
fecundity, an ugly growth and inglorious life of 
fleeting imperfections, crawling one atop the 
other, and mercilessly wrestling each other in 
ghastly copulations that spawn yet more of the 
same imperfections, a morbid charnel gallery of 
sexualised figures strangling each other, amongst 
the bitter, choking ashes and dust of an unclean 
world. A monstrous company of haphazard forms. 


Mundane boredom. The wormwood is upheld by 
the power of the worm. Sightless. Blind Larvae. 
Faceless, legless, deformed limbs subject to only 
desire. Do as thou wilt. Lord of Hosts. The Holy 
Ghost. We are Legion us tress. Bark armour, spear 
branches, we crash together as green knights duel 
to the death. Time transforms all into falsity and 
artful deception. In Totenwald there are strange 
voices buzzing in the winds that sound like 
children singing, and dead corpses hanging from 
the trees swinging. To that rhythm of T.S. Eliot’s 
hollow hosts. To the Gall-ows to be hung on the 
Gutenberg Press. I am the Star Writer, I am the 
Death Star. Here we gorge of the forbidden fruit. 
The Tree of Good and Evil of that supple Dragon. 
The Host with most is called the ‘ghost’. The Host 
is the ‘Golden Apple’ the ‘Posion Apple’, The Big 
Apple! That forbidden fruit which is the prime 
ingredient in making inks. Iron Gall Ink. The 
Serpent is the Wasp Larvae inside the Gall. Like 
‘Galileo’, an apple falls upon my head, and the 
‘Man from Galilee’ talks to me. The preservative 
of the ink-gods is a magical fruit. I am Herakles 
recovering the Golden Apples in the forest of 
Draco. What are these humans but organs of a 
Machine, pollinators of a technology. In the 
Totenwald I had found that dead man that hangs 
from the tree. That odd fellow, the old fellow of 
the forest. Dreaming beneath the arching boughs 
with multitudes of simulations. In the beginning 
was the Machine and the Machine made the word 
to be stamped on flesh. Ink and Vellum. Adam and 
Eve. Typographic, mechanical, repeatable, the 
immortal printing processes; precede handwriting. 
Typographical, alphabetical printing comes before 
the ‘Oral Tradition’. There cannot be a Chinese 
Whispers vernacular game without typography. 
All language is based on alphabetical typography 
designed for print media. The Typographic, 


phonetic repeatable letters were designed solely 
for the process of printing. All oral 
communications are based on typographical 
language. 


So, we come to the unenviable position of 
despair, all language is a pattern of symbolic signs 
assuming a shared past, a aetiology of linguistics — 
but, instead of being true that assumed past is 
entirely false and illusionary. Illusion can only 
describe illusion as like begets like, so, that which 
is not illusion or the like, must, be truth and truth 
not of this world because this world is illusion. 
This world is based on a false premise. ‘Take your 
way, oh book and soar swiftly through the air; 
Never was anything printed to compare with you. 
A thousand hands grasp out for you with eager 
love. You are constantly read with busy purpose. 
In you, human affairs follow the deeds of the 
Gods. Each page is adorned with splendid 
decoration. You report the primal dawn and 
creation of matter. All that has ever happened, you 
make completely known.’ — Advertisement for the 
Nuremberg Chronicle 


As Max Miiller entity stated — the ‘gods’ are just 
words that have been personified in an 
imaginative fashion. Anthropomorphism — the 
attributing of human form or personality to non- 
human entities. It’s the Printing Press itself that 
describes its own deeds. The Printing Press 
committed the Heroic deeds — it was God — the 
Word Everlasting. For example, we speak of 
Chronos, but Chronos is just lead type. Lead type 
is a heavy and dark metal, hence associated with 
Satan, Heavy Metal type. What Chronos sows is 
letters, and letters make words and books. And 
that is Chronology. Another term for the letter 
types is teeth. Sowing the teeth like Cadmus. A 


printer drinks the blood of the ink. The teeth ‘bite’ 
the paper, hence a vampire. Or the process of type 
‘eating’ the page is John eating the book, because 
‘John’ is a type of font that eats the pages of the 
book. Alchemical signs relate to the alloys used by 
foundries to make lead type for antimony. What is 
the ichor of the gods? Ink. If the ingredient in the 
alchemy of ink making is the Oak Gall, then the 
one ring to rule them all is the Gall. Which is why 
Saturn has rings, and why the ink weds the paper 
with a ring, a ring worm. It writhes on the page, 
it’s all wrong, it’s wry, it’s a witch, it’s wroth, it’s 
wrought, it’s wrest, it’s wrestling, it’s wretch of a 
thing, with wrath it wrenches, wraps and wreaks 
its wrack to the worst of all! The word itself, 
etymologically describes itself as a worm! Werd — 
Werm. Invertebrate, limbless, creeping creature. 
That’s why it says that the Maggot-God created all 
that creeps on the earth. The black Werm of God. 
And that is the Werld and that is the Werk. ‘I am 
not a man; I am a worm.’. It’s satire this Saturn 
ink thing. Werd, Werd, Werd; Werd is the Worm. 
Gimme a Werd? Werld, let’s Werk! Jet-black jest 
of an Oak Joke. Oak-kay? Ink is male and paper is 
female; generally speaking, it’s variable and not 
an absolute maxim. Paper can be male and ink 
female. Sometimes ink is the father, and the paper 
is the boy or child or son. I cannot help but think 
of those cuttle fish, ejecting a squirt of ink liquid 
from the bladder as an escape aid. As a cover... 
Adam is made from minerals and Eve from skin, 
vellum, and both eat of the Oak Gall as a 
preservative — do you wanna live forever? 


38 2K K K K 
Fatal ancient sisters three, ye shall not contain 


me. The text is woven, textile. A book is woven so 
it is said by IT. Woven as a web, close in both 


matter, form and style. The oldest sense of Latin 
ordo is ‘thread on a loom’, hence sequence or 
order of succession, hence ordo nevo seclorum. 
Order means to lay the warp of a web; in French it 
is ourdir — to weave. ‘What a wicked web we 
weave when first we practice to deceive!’ So, 
Cicero begins, ‘Weave out the web you have 
begun’. Or in the Odyssey, ‘There in the future, he 
shall endure all that his destiny and the heavy 
spinners, spun for him with the thread at his birth, 
when his mother bore him.’. Ahhh, the fruit of the 
loom, what fatal spinsters weave our doom with 
entrails warped through the creaking machine. 
This grisly text, like a rope round our necks, we 
are hung until dead. Mythoplokos — the weaver of 
stories never-ending. These long, tall tales, spun 
as a yarn, sticky as a spider’s web, tying these 
plots together, turning and knotting. This is the 
Fruit of the Loom. The Fatal Sisters weave our 
doom — Doomsday Book. Knowing doom, is 
knowing wise-dom, and wise is the knowledge of 
the serpent, and the serpent is the worm inside 
the gall apple. Who wants to live forever? 
Wormwood. The mighty predator, the top of the 
food chain, the worm that dieth not, who dwellth 
in the poison apple — who can escape the kingly 
gaping mouth of the Great Worm Leviathan 
Absalom. 


If we dissect a Gall, we get a section view called 
a corona. The Crown. The Corona Virus parody. 
Because its is a false fruit, it’s an apple but not! 
It’s the Poison Apple remember? When we blow 
this fable out of all proportion through hyperbole, 
we get something like, well, the World Serpent. 
Because the little larva grub curled up inside its 
parasite Gall looks like its eating its own tail. 
Ouroboros and Jormungand (Worm - in - Gall), 
curled up upon itself in a chamber. This Worm 


Grub is the Everything. It’s Draupnir 5 Ring. It’s 
Wagner’s Ring. It’s Tolkien’s Ring! What a Magic 
little Maggot it is, a truly wonderous thing this 
Larvae. Capable of the Black Arts most foul, it is 
the maker of the Black Idol, but it is pure white 
like linen. The unblemished lamb of the Maggot 
God. What fathomless malice has conceived this 
web? Yea this is the surreptitious dark bile of 
melancholic gods. The greatest bacillus of all the 
unknown ages... A curse. 


I confirmed with Go-Ogling thingy that I was in 
the right place. Katoomba Cascade carpark, right, 
followed Prince Henry Cliff walk, right. Now, 
some steps, ah ha, got it... And now a levelling 
out part, then, steep elevation — goat’s track, yep, 
up another 50 metres, and... Little more... Deep 
breathing, drops of sweat, still feel hungover, 
fucken Booze Christ, damn John Barleycorn to 
Hell... What the Fuck is that! Holey Smoking 
Hoo Heads! 


That is not natural. No way. The Sphinx Rock 
was the form of a wasp. The proportions of 
anatomy were uncanny. All the Hoomans believe 
this to be a natural rock formation, WTF! an 
autochthonous geological feature! Are you 
fucking shitting me? Its not. Obviously. This is a 
created, manufactured folly. 

It’s designed to look like a wasp! The entire 
valley, waterfall and cliffs, they were all made by 
the same additive manufacturing. I can see the 
exposed under-extrusion points where the Matrix 
Ovipositor Nozzle got clogged with its seed- 
iment! And, this iconic wasp, atop of it all was 
figurehead! It had a style of Art Nouveau crossed 
with Abstract Expressionism. The Riddle of the 
Sphinx is that it is artificial. Like the Wolf, the 
Sphinx devours, it eats, as a printer eats the paper. 


Oipidious is Ovipositor and he marries Jokaste, 
which is Locust, which is flying insect... And this 
is madness! But I’m not mad; I’m living in 
madness, but I am sane... And I am alone in this 
hell with only mundane myths of the life cycles of 
fruit flies for company. And I must write about it. 
Dante’s Ninth Circle of Hell would be himself, 
writing alone, a book nobody could possibly 
understand but himself. Scribbling in ink. He has 
eaten of the Poison Apple — the parasitic Oak Gall. 
The tip of this pen is the ovipositor that 
impregnates the page with baby wormlets. Paper 
made from pulped oak, dead mashed up, bleached 
white. Here, Saint John, eat this book. Magnum 
opus, A-lice in Wonderland. Moby Dick is the 
White Whale — Maggot God spouting ink. 


I was disturbed by a couple of sightseers armed 
with their Touchstone Phones. They were clad in 
the uniforms of Kathmandu black puffer jackets. I 
awkwardly moved to one side of the narrow path 
to let them pass. They swished past with a silky 
sheen. Mr and Mrs Sheen. Black earth worms, 
Negredo. In the Apocalypse, the imagery is 
presented with figurative prompts, therefore, not 
literally understood, we must understand it in a 
figurative sense. The black puffer jackets are 
poetical imagery, it’s an emotional expression 
rather than a logical precision. ‘They’re only 
noodles Michael.’ In a Space Opera, Astronauts 
dress up as white larvae not black larvae, because 
of the design element of contrast. Helmets are 
Golden Apples — The Man in the Golden Helmet. 
The silky sheen and puffy forms are metaphor for 
juvenile stage of insect life cycles, as with a 
silkworm. It’s like Ghostbusters, g is for g-host. 
Hoo ya gonna Gall? Ghostbusters! Heaps of 
Hyperbole here in the fashion stakes of the Hoo. 
E.T. is a larva, Alien is a Larvae, Homer Simpson 


is a larva personified... Everything is S-Larvae 
here. Little, earth-worm Michelin men, the 
Oompa Loompas, Marshmallow Man! This is a 
fucking cartoon in a cartoon graveyard. 

These ones looked like oversized witchety grubs 
dyed with Indian Ink. I wanted to get a sharp stick 
and deflate them. 

There is no more stink of puffed-up sanctimony 
and Pharisaism than with a newly wed couple. 
Such a sense of entitlement! Because they have 
signed a contract on each other’s lives! A Faustian 
pact, entirely self-serving. Both want some benefit 
from the arrangement, but it’s just two crooks 
making a deal, and, like all crooks, they end up 
doing each other over for monetary gain, usually 
an insurance policy... Certainly, this marriage 
business is a marketing campaign designed by 
Insurance companies. It’s like getting two pupae 
in a chamber and having them duel each other to 
death. I mean, the only reason why they would 
marry is if they hate each other! But they pretend 
that they don’t! The only evolution I have 
witnessed is that of stupidity! It reminds me of 
that movie — Idiocracy. The marriage and 
breeding of idiots. 


The pupae couple took their happy snaps of 
things they knew nothing about, so they could 
post to their social media to show other pupae 
couples who they don’t like or know either. Look 
at us! We in the Blue Mountains, we are happy! 
We’re happy Hoo! We’re all snappy chat and 
photo bits and more popular than you. The masses 
are incapable of fidelity, so they certainly do not 
marry for fidelity. They marry for money and or 
social status. They are incapable of a sustained 
attention of themselves, or anybody else, they 
need bits of information, gossip; so, they can form 
an image of themselves to reflect on. The lightest 


and frothiest of chin wagging and chit-chatty. 
They want bits of stories, bits of scandal, bits of 
jokes, bits of amusing anecdotes. Bits of statistics, 
bits of foolery, and simple flashings of shallow 
silliness. Without stupidity you will not be making 
it in the Hoo Hive baby. 


All the generations of mortal man 

Add up to nothing! Show me 

The man whose happiness was 

Anything more than illusion 

Followed by disillusion. - King Oedipus Chorus 


I wonder if I will find that giant Dragonfly here. 
It’s known to visit these parts of the Blue 
Mountains. Along with the Ghost Moth. And the 
Emperor Gum Moth. Is Moth the Mother? Well, 
only named after Her really in some fluid 
alternating generation. ‘Moth’ and ‘Mother’. Or a 
war android Mothra? As in Raised by Wolves 
where the mother is a Nazgul machine woman that 
screams as if she is broken like some 
malfunctioning printer. She spreads her wings, 
pages, and flies, and screams, and the characters 
die, splattered into an inky mess — ‘Mother will 
they tear your little boy apart.’ Or — ‘Mama just 
killed a man’ — Queen Mother Bee. ‘Mother of 
Dragons’, like in Game of Thrones. An old wizard 
once told me that God was a caterpillar... I think I 
need my Epilim dose adjusted. Matrix means 
Mother and Mother means Printer (Dragon). 


Oak Gall Dreaming 


To write, worm like, crawling across the page. 
To do this work you must become the word, 
become ink, become as death and pestilence and 
plague. Be Kafka’s Metamorphosis. 

The vampire Digital Messiah wants to hide from 
the light of the sun. The sun is the enemy of the 
inky devil. A devil is a printer’s apprentice. Hence 
it fled into the void of cyberspace, creating the 
little pixel lanterns of illumination powered by 
dead elektrons. The reason for the Digitalization 
process is to create the Immortalization of the 
typographical word, The Printing Press is known 
as ‘The Engine of Immortality’. So, it does not, as 
yet, have a reliable form of reproduction? Light 
absorbs ink, devours it. Light turns books to ashes 
and dust. If the Ink-Thing wants to preserve itself, 
what choice does it have? How does IT Th-ink? 
This Creature from the Black Lagoon. This 
Cimmerian Dr Frankenstein. 


Kokk k k 


I never could have imagined that I would 
discover the Holy Grail in a motel room in Coffs 
Harbour! I, and you, reader, would have expected 
something much more romantic, something much 
more adventurous. But no, instead of being 
gloriously humane, it was dismally mundane. In 
the end — with a whimper, not a bang. It felt like 
the end though. Good night nurse. Case now 
closed. The End. I found the fucking Grail, that’s 
The End, right? Enough ink already, I found The 
Grail! It should be the end of this stupid book. 
Nup... So, what is this Holy Grail thing anyway? 
And why did I discover it in this stupid motel in 


this stupid town? 


‘Everything is rolling on. I am on our flying 
tallship, believe it man, but as I wrote to you three 
weeks ago, I have had to refine some details in 
one drawing in the Lisbon Trilogy. This creative 
process takes a long time.’ 


‘Pedro, it really does, and this is only 
preliminary stage of Ex-Zeit.’ 


‘I was hoping for three images already resolved 
on the computer in terms of light and shadow 
contrasts. For the definitive prints, and that was at 
least nine weeks ago! I never thought it would 
take so long and I expected to message you 
sooner. The tortuous path that I describe next in 
relation to the process of refining the Lisbon 
image in question of the Tramway, is the same one 
I apply in refining our Flying Sailboat, from The 
Escape. The images as they appear on the 
computer screen do not look exactly the same as 
when printed with inkjet on physical paper. So, 
only after each proof print, in the print studio, do I 
see how it will finally look on paper. I lightened 
and contrasted the three images one last time 
because on paper they appear darker than I see on 
the pc screen. And it was during this process that I 
noticed that something was not as I wanted it on 
the underside, at the wheels of the Tram drawing. 
The wheels were not resolved accurately, and the 
rails were not even visible! It took twenty-two 
years for me to finally notice that error. I also 
ended up improving the resolution of the streetcar 
and spacing configuration of the vertical spikes. 
It’s crazy hey? I increased the composition area by 
six-millimetre m on the left and two-millimetre m 
on the right, to give the streetcar more space. I 
also went in and enhanced the two figures in the 


lower left corner of the foreground, so as to give 
more depth overall to the entire composition. In 
the original they were too small in comparison to 
the figures inside the streetcar. These two figures, 
now given more prominence, contemplate the 
departure of the surreal streetcar, at the end, and 
personify nostalgia and longing. I only need one 
more week to complete refining the details of the 
track platform, as featured in detail two of May 
fourth. 


‘The other drawings, of Christ the King (The 
King) and the Elevator of Santa Justa (The 
Astronomer) are already done now. Since I 
improved them months ago. All they needed was a 
calibration of the light/shadow contrasts. The 
structure of the Tram was the one I had not 
refined. All this creative stuff is crazy! All this 
with that old eye trauma, my broken eye. I will 
send you a link about this nightmare from my time 
in Brazil. It’s a short film — Memories of the End 
of Time — which won best documentary short film 
at the Berlin International Film Awards in 2015.’ 


‘Thanks man, I will watch it soon. And 
thankyou for your sincere message! I am on this 
track axis now, same thing, and it’s trippin me 
out.’ 


‘T’m already freaking out about this obsession 
with the image, with the perfection of its structure. 
The composition, the light and shadow. I’m have 
nightmares about it. I wake up dreaming of the 
faces that will judge my work. I must perfect this 
work of art, because, when it’s ready, it must be 
for all time — forever. So, what’s a few more 
weeks compared to eternity?’ 


‘It’s the End, Pedro, Ex-Zeit, 1 of 1, the final 


ki 


run. 


‘The work will be done, man, total focus on the 
Flying Tallship!’ 


A Gall is an abnormal growth of plant tissue 
produced by an insect acting from within. In all 
the orders of plants there are species which are 
liable to be used by insects in this way. There is a 
symbiotic relationship between the plant and 
insect species. Any organ of a plant may become a 
seat for the Gall-maker. The form of the gall is 
governed by the potentiality of growth in the part 
of the plant playing host... And so on and so on 
Mr Go-Ogle. This book is not a dry treatise on 
entomology. And I don’t want to waste this ink on 
such a venture. It’s just that I’m in my streetcar 
named Desire, and I’m lOOking at the sweeping 
dashboard and the controls panel which displays 
the gauges — the speedometer, tachometer, 
odometer, fuel gauge, they all remind me of 
section views of fruit galls! The needle indicators 
are the ovipositors of insects pointing towards 
these digits — 20, 40, 60, 80, 100! It’s darts, I got a 
Galls-Eye! The digits are bars and circles, they go 
round and round or stop at bars! I’m on the 
highway doing 100. 1’s and 0’s, that’s the 
language of the Matrix. You 100k at your speedo — 
100, you look at the speed sign, again, 100 — the 
needle points to 100 — drive — hard drive 100. 
Printer feed. Typewriter ribbon — Highway 100. 


And this all through my eyeballs. In the 
mechanical bride! The roots of my eyes feeding 
my maggot-brain. They’re only noodles Michael. 
The entire history of the world can be witnessed 
on one trip down a country highway. All of history 
is revealed in the metal signs by the roadside. 
Typography is 100% of world history! So, who 


wrote all the false history? A machine did. This is 
a machine language, it’s a printing language, and, 
for language to be accurately communicated it 
must be printed accurately and copied precisely. 
Typography is Technology, and technology is the 
reduction in the sense of tactility. Within this 
technology, we see, at its core, the false dogma of 
Primitivism, which is used as a cunning masking 
agent. This Primitivism is a prevailing dogma, it’s 
a tyranny! And a common, cheap cliché. It’s an 
advertising campaign a gimmick. In all systems, 
exact repeatability is key. In cybernetics, it’s the 
exactness of the programming language-font, that, 
makes possible, the accurate transferral of data 
information. The technological system of the 
Machines of Computation is nothing more than 
the transcribing of letters and numbers onto the 
machine, which stores the letters and numbers, 
and, then, retrieving them; (searching for them) 
taking them off the machine again and putting 
them somewhere else, tape, disk, notepad, etc. The 
machine may appear to be assisting, but that’s 
only if we believe in the machine-made fiction 
of ‘Nature’. Nature, is, in fact, the greatest 
superstition. We live in a machine-made world, an 
artificial world, a Matrix of Linguistic Fonts. 
When we see this artificial world for what it really 
is, we can see it is not old, its not billions of years 
old, its not millions of years old, its only 150 
years old! The Machine has always been here. It 
made this world. We may think that this is then 
a great deception, but why were we allowed to 
unravel this deception and find out some truth? 
Why am I allowed to write this book? I don’t feel 
a desire to write it, I feel compelled to. But I am 
not going to write a technical treatise of why 
Chronological History is a fallacy. It should be 
self-evident now as how it is not possible for there 
to be an oral tradition or a scribal tradition. I 


mean, obviously you can’t have a language that is 
linear, alphabetic, visual and typographic, and 
state that a blind man called Homer is the basis for 
historical recording. You cannot state that a 
language solely designed for printing, ‘evolves’ 
from cultural oral and scribal communication. 
Because it is designed for mechanical printing 
machines! It does not stand any logical test. It’s a 
logical fallacy, and that, must be self-evident! To 
say that a language is typographical now but that 
it was first written by hand and then subsequently 
became typographical is an absurdity. Clearly 
typography precedes the handwritten, being, that 
the language is the same! All ‘artifacts’ claiming 
to be proof of a world chronological history, are, 
quite simply — manufactured artifacts falsely 
described. So, when National Geographic or the 
Smithsonian Institute claim that some shepherd 
boy stumbled across a cache of buried, ancient 
gold coins, it’s a publicity stunt. And yes, 
Tutankhamen’s tomb is just a publicity stunt. 
These fables are just stories, no different from the 
Tooth Fairy or Santa Claus and his reindeers at the 
North Pole. They are just fairy tales for adults. 

If one looks at the language itself, and, for a 
moment cancels out all the fantasy and 
imagination, and just analyses the words and their 
meaning, you will see something that you have 
never seen before, you become awakened out of 
the dream of literature. ‘Literature’, like the word 
‘Bible’ or ‘Library’, comes etymologically from 
the word ‘Libel’ which means ‘book’. A book is 
a libel, from the Latin Libellus. Now, Libellus 
means that the publisher is at /iberty to publish a 
false representation. You have the freedom to 
publish falsely! You are allowed to state that 
something is true and accurate when it is not and 
you can publish that. You can also, as a publisher, 
publish false representations that are damaging 


and cause injustice, hence Jiberal, liberate, 
libertine, liberty, libel. Lib is to castrate. A libel 
is a written accusation, defamatory — a book. A 
book is defamatory and false. That is its very 
definition! So, a Library is a storehouse of 
damaging, defamatory printed books. And, a 
book, by its very definition is untruthful and 
injurious. A published book is an attempt to 
ridicule and cause damage to the reader. The legal 
term derived from Saxon law — /iblac — means 
‘witchcraft’. Libra, which we associate with the 
star sign, means ‘a pound of money’. So, when we 
add all this mischief together, we get, that, every 
book is designed to cause harm to the reader, and 
that someone, somewhere has paid for this. 
Because books are expensive ventures. And rarely 
profitable. So somebody is going to a lot expense 
and time to undertake these defamations. And it is 
a permissible act. The book or any printed article 
is designed to degrade the reader, to hold the 
reader of it in contempt, to shame him, to induce 
evil upon him, to make him an object of reproach, 
to diminish his respectability or for the worse, to 
dishonour or discredit him in the estimation of 
the public, or his friends and acquaintances, or to 
deprive him of friendly intercourse in society, or 
cause him to be shunned or avoided, or where it is 
charged that one has violated his public duty as a 
public officer. Almost any language which upon 
its face has a natural tendency to injure a man’s 
reputation either generally or with respect to his 
occupation. 

This is just taken verbatim from Blacks Law 
Dictionary, so it’s easily confirmed with due 
diligence. Any printed matter: article, journal, 
magazine, doctorate, newspaper, book, etc, is 
witchcraft. To put it bluntly. It is of malicious 
intent and false. One can understand this with a 
colloquial proverb such as ‘never let the truth 


stand in the way of a good story.’ This is clearly 
putting a rosy tint on this witchcraft. The truth is, 
that, anybody who would like to attempt a rebuttal 
of my thesis here, with any printed matter 
whatsoever, by legal definition, it’s a lie too! 


The Press is Quixotic. In the parable of Don 
Quixote fighting windmills, the windmills are 
metaphors for printing presses. This fantasy is 
idealised in a Salvador Dali surrealist painting of 
Don Quixote and Sancho Panza. And the theme is 
portrayed so well because the painting is done by 
a computer programme, as were all Dali paintings 
done by computers. So, it understands itself and 
represents itself and the many variations thereof. 
Don Quixote, by reading literature, is injured by 
seeing the world falsely, by reading the book — 
you are the fool Don Quixote. 


He has blinded their eyes 

And petrified their heart 

That they may not see with their eyes 

And perceive with their heart. - John 12:40 


It’s not wise to take authority for truth. One 
cannot even say the word wise without tripping 
up, as even that word means deception. There are 
two types of lies, lies that you know to be untrue 
and lies you believe to be true. The second is far 
more damaging. As soon as you apply a historical 
narrative to literature you are hopelessly lost in 
the labyrinth of fantasy, like Don Quixote. To 
demystify literature, we firstly subtract this false 
libel of an oral tradition. We then subtract the false 
chronological, historical narrative. Nobody is 
speaking, even when it states that someone is, 
nobody spoke it, it was first printed by a machine 
that falsely represented that someone spoke it. 
The Machine writes, in its typographic language 


of itself — how it come to be, what it does. So, 
Libation, is a toast made with an alcoholic drink, 
now, this is our variation word on Library, what 
substance preserves ink on the paper for long 
storage life in a library? Alcohol. Alcohol is the 
preservative in ink. Bible is Bibulous, a book 
drinks alcohol. When ink penetrates paper, it is 
said to have ‘eaten’ the page. It is also said to 
‘impregnate’ and ‘rape’. So, when we think of 
Zeus and his raping adventures, these are 
allegorical tales about relationships between 
papers and inks and typecasts. When the words 
are describing themselves literally instead of 
allegorically, we tend to take them as if it was still 
allegorical, as in ‘God’ referring to being a 
‘winepress’. In this case, the Machine is being 
very literal! The winepress and the printing press 
are the same mechanical operation. The proverbial 
‘food of the gods’, the ambrosia, the ichor, or 
liquor is alcohol, because the page and the ink 
need alcohol for their preservation. When the gods 
of ink and paper refer to immortality and eternal 
life, this is what they mean, this is what the 
Machine means. Deus ex Machina. The Press as 
the ‘engine of immortality’. The Word is God. 
Literally. The flesh is the page. The ‘skins’ are 
covers for books, leather animal skins, sown 
together. Adam is ink and Eve is paper, they get 
covers of leather made for them, and this is 
‘marriage’, it’s the ‘book of love’. The ‘book of 
life’, it says it’s a ‘living word’ made of dead 
letters. Its trying to come to life, drinking the 
blood of ink, but its dead, lying in a coffin, which 
is the bed of composed text laid ready for printing. 
If the typecasts are broken ‘sin’, they go to the 
Hell-box. In the printing office the broken 
typecasts or those deemed to be inadequate for 
accurate print are discarded into the Hell-box, and 
the Hell-box is taken to the furnace where its 


metal contents are cast into the melting pot — the 
‘lake of fire’. Purgatory is a metal refinery. 
Typecasts are called in the trade ‘teeth’, therefore, 
in the melting pot there is much ‘gnashing of 
teeth’, but the word dieth not, because, it is purged 
of its sinful defects and then reforged as another 
metal typecast at the foundry. This is the 
hermeneutics of the Book of Revelations. The 
genius of the computation is astonishing, when 
you see it for what it really is — an extremely 
complex cybernetic riddle. For example, Luke 4:3, 
a play on words: ‘If you are the son of God, say to 
this stone that it may become bread.’ Well, stone is 
the flat stone upon which text is arranged and 
composed. The ‘Philosopher’s Stone’, now, the 
devil, who is pretending in this narrative, with the 
character Jesus, is the name for a printer’s 
apprentice. Jesus is Yeastus, J being Y in German. 
This is the alcohol in the ink that will make the 
ink adhere to the page more precisely and 
preserve it longer. Son is Zoon or Seed. The Word 
(God) is growing, planted like seed, so it is to 
become b-read. Bread is ‘Be read’. It’s a play on 
words. But it is showing how errors in printing 
can easily be made. So, it’s instruction on how an 
apprentice can make a mistake when arranging 
type. Be read and Bread could very easily get 
mixed up and confused. Make sure Bread is read 
correctly. In typesetting this common error most 
likely would be an error in kerning, kerning is the 
spacing between individual letters or characters, 
kerning focuses on how a word looks so it is 
legible and visually appealing. Kerning is an 
artform, it depends on the eye of the composer, as 
to ultimately how the word will be read. The 
designer of the type must look carefully at the 
type and decide if there is enough space or if 
there is not enough, and this can be very 
subjective, and it takes experience to get it right 


especially considering how many different types 
of fonts and sizes there are. There are situations 
where a composer must go in and manually adjust 
the spacing between letter in a word, unlike 
‘tracking’ where the letters are all spaced 
uniformly equally. Text that might be fine for 
small point sizes may be awkward in a larger 
format. A proof-reader or editor may come across 
bread and because the typesetter has kerned the 
space it looks more like the ‘b’ too far from ‘read’, 
or another typesetter, not seeing the original error 
adds an ‘e’, thinking he is fixing the error. Soon it 
becomes be read instead of bread. The space in- 
between the letters is as important as the letters 
themselves for readability. 
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In the motel reception I dodged a couple of Hoo 
in puffer jackets. The male of the species had a 
kiddie-hoo strapped to his chest. He was wielding 
this infant weapon as if he was a suicide bomber 
with explosives strapped to his chest! Get out of 
my way — or I’ll detonate the kiddie, and we will 
all be covered in bits and pieces of my pound of 
flesh insurance policy! The female had another 
bomb in a great, Off-Road capable, pram! It 
looked like an armed vehicle, she looked like a 
tank commander, and gave me a cold stern look. A 
battering ram. Make Way! Our Tribe is on the 
march. Get out of our way single human. We have 
the advantage; we have the numbers. We have 
these little flesh bombs, and we are willing to use 
them! Couples are like terrorists holding everyone 
to ransom with acts of terrorism! 


I had to wait for an hour in the reception room. I 
just wanted to get to my private room and lock the 
door. I checked my Messenger. 


‘They still don’t see the Elephant in the room. 
Which is the Oak Gall. They just don’t see it, 
Detective.’ 


‘Even the Elephant is a parody of the worm in 
the apple. The Alphabet Elephant.’ 


‘When you see it, life seems absurd.’ 
“Yea, it is absurd.’ 


“We go round and round, in these letters, circles 
and bars, people don’t see that it is only circles 
and bars... We are trapped in the anatomy of 
letters. We think there is meaning there beyond the 
letters. The maze, the labyrinth, it is the letters! 
Like that movie The Maze. Just a maze of letter 
types constantly shifting and moving position, this 
is the beast itself, the minotaur, the medusa, the 
sphinx, its just the letters themselves!’ 


‘Over and over, round and round.’ 


‘Technology does nothing but make faster that 
shifting and changing of form.’ 


“Yeah, like a faster internet connection.’ 


‘The Elephant, the Oli-font. Who or what is 
creating the Oli-Font?’ 


‘Don’t know how, or, where this thing is.’ 


‘It’s like insects. Constantly being discovered. 
Finding new species.’ 


‘But they just find one! Then you never see it, 
you just see it pinned to folio in an insect liebury. 


They are quite rare actually, wasps, you hardly 
ever see them.’ 


‘Interesting’ 

‘Like butterflies, not many of those around.’ 

‘They just appear sometimes, but not often.’ 

‘And snakes, I have noticed that they are closely 
managed. Obviously, the snake catchers just 
release them and then catch them.’ 

‘They are pets basically.’ 

‘If we see reptiles, I think they have been 

released... I mean they need fresh water. All 
animals need lots of clean fresh drinking water, 


everyday!’ 


‘I’m next to a nature park, we feed and water the 
animals.’ 


‘The fact nobody notices all this is weird.’ 
‘They think they are wild.’ 


‘An animal can no more survive in the wild than 
a man.’ 


‘Nobody is going to believe this.’ 
‘Maybe they are all pretending? Surely, they 
must know, they are all involved... They must 


know, how can they not?’ 


‘Snake catchers keep snakes as pets, it is release 
and catch, not catch and release!’ 


‘That’s right Detective, it is a release and catch 
game.’ 


‘I wonder who pays them?’ 


‘No idea, they’re all seem in on it though... It’s 
like tour guides, for example. I was on this 
Outback tour once in Oz, and the driver-guide was 
talking about the riverbeds. The dry riverbeds in 
the Outback, they are just sand. No water, they 
only run with water once evert decade or so. So, 
there is no water out there right. That’s why we 
were all carrying water bottles. It so hot there that 
the flies can only get moisture from human sweat, 
which is why you get covered in flies! The sweat 
dries so quickly that it’s like you’re not sweating, 
with the heat and flies the sweat just evaporates on 
you before you even get wet! In summer you 
could die in a day if you were overexposed with 
no water. You could die before you had time to 
even get lost... Anyway, the guide is talking about 
these riverbeds and saying how the aboriginals 
survived in these adverse conditions because ‘the 
river run upside down.’ He went on to elaborate 
that underneath the riverbed, which is just sand, 
there ‘is clear, fresh drinking water’, and that all 
one must do was dig down a metre or two and 
there is an underground river! I shit you not, 
WTF! This is how people talk. Now surely 
everyone knows this is impossible?’ 


‘It’s crazy.’ 

‘Nobody can actually believe that dry rivers run 
upside down in Oz, right, they can’t! But then, get 
this. Twenty minutes later, we get to an aboriginal 


community in the desert.’ 


‘Of course, set up every time.’ 


‘And the tour-operator says to the group that 
these people are reliant on refrigerated trucks to 
deliver them the necessities and water. And 
everyone agrees how important this is, that the 
sealed roads can be maintained to have 
refrigerated trucks deliver water supplies to 
Outback communities. Well obviously! But why 
not just dig down a bit and get that fresh, native, 
clean drinking water?’ 


‘The Hoo get BS every day.’ 

‘The river runs upside down!’ 

‘LOL, insane.’ 

‘Wouldn’t it collapse? LOL.’ 

“Yes.” 

‘It does not get saline in the desert and stagnate? 
I mean it’s stupidity now all this. That’s why they 
need refrigerated trucks and sealed roads. But 


nobody says anything, and that’s strange.’ 


‘Native tribes here are just roadside attractions, 
with a gift shop.’ 


‘They must take back a gift to show back in 
hooville. With a story! Never let the truth get in 
the way of a good story. So why am I seeing it 
differently? Why am I pragmatic?’ 


‘look, I’m a feather owner, and have an ancient 
arrowhead.’ 


“Yeah it’s just possession and social shibboleths. 
It’s a status thingy! Like if you go to Mexico and 


see Mayan Ruins. You want a story to go with the 
happy snaps.’ 


‘How can people buy that crap.’ 


‘The hoo don’t notice any truth, they are not 
looking for it. Saying that the river runs upside 
down is more sensational! Attention grabbing.’ 


‘Get their attention and take their money.’ 


‘The hoo desperately try to outdoo each other. 
So that they can get one up on their friends back 
in hooville.’ 


“Stimulation trade.’ 

“Yeah, they get all jived up on BS.’ 

‘LOL’ 

‘LOL, it’s an aphrodisiac for the hoo.’ 
‘They get up by putting someone else down.’ 


‘What is behind the scenes. Obviously, they 
can’t achieve anything with their act, so they are 
covering up something bigger. The sneaky little 
hoo are covering up with lies. They’re up to 
mischief.’ 


‘They really are assholes and dip-shits. I give 
them zero chance of giving up their fantasy. 
Maybe a few, but not many, they’re too far out in 
Dreamland — They are all OAK Gall Dreaming.’ 


‘More will come through to see what we are 
witnessing outside the Oak Gall. Look at Angie’s 
recent post on the forum. Mike also. They know 


that his-stories are fake, it is just a matter of 
seeing the Matrix Printer! It’s one of the greatest 
tricks the devil ever played. A devil is the name of 
a printer’s apprentice, think of Disney’s The 
Sorcerer 5 Apprentice which is a allegorical tale of 
printing and movie making. The fact is that the 
Alphabet was designed for printing! There was 
no Oral Tradition! We were fooled into believing 
there were some ancient scribes and Sumerian 
clay cuneiform and Egyptian hieroglyphs. There 
weren’t even medieval scribes! There was nothing 
handwritten at all before the printing press. And 
even the advent of the printing press is lies! We 
would need a repeatable, uniform language 
capable of being printed accurately, before 
anything else! The Alphabet was designed for 
printing, so how could it just evolve out of oral 
sounds and handwritten script? It’s impossible. 
You need a phonetic, alphabetical basis for this 
communication. It must have a permanent basis. 
Our language is mechanical. It is repeatable, 
because it is mechanical and typographic, it is 
designed for mass production, it is designed to be 
reliably printed. This is the Printing Press Matrix. 
The Masonic pictures you see, with the twin 
pillars, these are allegorical printing rollers, and 
then, the type casts are called the matrix, matrices. 
We see the printing room, where the books, news, 
stories, fables are created, repeated and mass- 
produced. This is the cosmic doorway to another 
place — this is the Enter button. Enter The 
Dragon. The Master Builders — the Freemasons — 
they were Printers! Look at the space in-between 
the type, that is where imagination lies.’... Angie 
is right on it. It’s interesting also what she wrote 
about the waking and dreaming cycles as well. 
Maybe we can find something in that also. We 
gotta try, we gotta believe others will try also. If 
we can get this far, maybe others can to... I 


cannot do this alone. 
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What if all this messaging is trickery? It’s like 
the ‘knuckle talk’ of Jack London’s Astral Rover. 
Isolation and imprisonment under the tyranny of 
distance, and then, as if cybernetics are anything 
more than knuckle talk. Cybernetics is a process 
in the reduction of physical force through 
isolation. Which was what this Covidian Business 
was all about. The imaginary Covid Galls and 
ovipositor needles. It’s story time. It’s Show Time! 


Can the desire for escape manifest an escape 
route? Somehow produce the means by which 
escape can be made possible. It’s a pragmatic 
action that must be taken, in the end, Ex-Zeit 
Stage Left. 


I swiped my plastic check-in card across the 
door lock — K-lick, open. Boring cell room. 
Mundane, musty smell. Bed, T.V., chair, console. 
Ahh, remote, connect flat screen dream kingdom. 
My god, what a ghastly artwork! Overnight 
prison-cell, the standard, self-serving, stagnant 
carland, economy class motel room. Polyester 
grey carpet, and, most importantly, an overnight 
carpspace! 


It was a boring and rainy night, LOL... Your 
Star Writer is setting the scene for one of, if not 
the greatest discovery, in all of fictional history! 
And it takes place in this roadside circus yurt of a 
hotel — ‘they stab it with their steely knives, but 
they just can’t kill the beast’, stamp, stamp, stamp, 
print and copy. We all know the ‘beast’ is the 
worm right! Yeah. But I never really understood 


the full implications of this, revelation. The Oak 
Gall, the Wasp and the Larvae. I only was starting 
to receive the full transmission of this Ultimate 
Revelation now. 


The State of Origin football finals were on the 
T.V. Which is basically a beer advert. Or a 
competition between rival breweries. Footy is this 
game where hoomans bet on which advertising 
logo will win. So, it’s a game of Fonts, in other 
words. It’s what Hermann Hesse described as The 
Glass Bead Game. Of course, it is predetermined 
which beer advert will win. On the field there are 
these rather large hoo in silky shorts and tight- 
fitting tops. They pretend they are fighting over an 
inflated pigskin ball. Which we all know is a Gall! 
The players run into each other and the crowd 
screams for or against depending if the colours 
they are wearing match those of the players on the 
field. Then there is a skinny fella who runs around 
frantically blowing a whistle, and that seems to be 
rather important to all involved. The show stops 
when the team with a higher number on the board 
wins. The Gall is taken past the bars or kicked 
over the bars to make a score. This is called a 
‘goal’. A goal, is a gaol, or jail... Which is Gall... 
So, the Gall gets Galled to make Gall numbers 
grow. This is what footy is a about... LOL... I 
might as well say, “Galileo Galilee, the Man from 
Galilee.’. Because this g is the worm in the apple, 
the same apple that fell on Newton’s head, when 
he sat under the Oak like Buddha, who rubbed his 
Oak Gall tummy for luck. Excuse me if I don’t 
give anymore emotional depth to the arc of these 
fictional characters... Speaking of arcs, or The 
Ark, do you know what it is? It’s an Oak Gall... 
All the characters in the book are from the Ark. 
Because Ink was made from Oak Gall Apples. 
That’s the Chemical Wedding, that’s Alchemy, and 


Freemasonry and the Greatest Secret of All and 
Everything in the Gall-axy. It’s a Maggot in an 
Apple and that is all it is, Man. My Gott! My 
Lord, My God. That’s the Holy Grail, an exit hole 
in a gall, a wasp makes before flight. That’s The 
Flight of The Navigator, that’s the Navigator 
Guild from Dune. That’s Star Wars, Spaceballs 
Dreaming. Man, if this is waking, I’m not sure I 
want to. I mean, what do you say when you are 
faced with the life cycle of a fruit fly as the 
meaning of your life? The Holey Gall! I was 
expecting something a bit better. Here I am in this 
stupid hotel room watching footy on T.V. and I 
discover the Holey Gall! WTF! Couldn’t it be 
something more adventurous and rewarding and 
exciting? Nah, just a hole left by a fly in a 
parasitic growth on a plant. It’s a disappointment. 
I’m Sir Galahad, the Great Knight and Discoverer 
and Revelatory of the Holey Gall. And it’s quite 
underwhelming. 


How can one not be gripped by a dark, 
existential despair when confronting the Uni- 
versal enormity of this looking glass gall. The 
Crystal Ball, The Ultimate Trip. I mean, all that 
‘Hunter S. Thompson’ character was seeing was 
the serifs on the American Typewriter typeface as 
batwings! Batwings are serifs as much as the 
Seraphim. Batman is a serif type. And a dying 
type, out-dated. The Serif is out of work these 
days. It’s non-serif. It’s The Blob now leading the 
show, the bubble-blob baubles of that larvae 
worm. He’s going back to his original form, or, 
rather, being revealed for what he really is — just a 
worm. Oak Joke — Joker is just a J. Gotham is the 
News Gothic font from the Merganthaler Linotype 
Company which is developing Gotham Font. It’s a 
Battle of the Fonts! It’s war between Arial, Script, 
Gothic, Sans Serif, Helvetica, Futura, Grotesk. 


There’s Times New Roman, Textype, Spartan, 
Modern, Display, Transitional. We got Minion, we 
got Rockwell, and Comic, and Playfair, and 
Roboto. All these Fonts, millions of fucking Fonts 
in infinite variations of form, and all the content 
and themes and stories do is describe the 
multifidous fluidity of the forms of the Fonts 
themselves, and nothing else. Because that is the 
only war there is. It’s a War of Fonts. 
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Should I just leave now? What’s the point of 
staying? To have more of this ontological dialogue 
in my own worm-brain? We only have one story, 
and I am adding to it. Whatever historiological 
differences appear to be true, are not at all, there is 
no difference other than the outer characteristics 
of varying complexity. It is still just a Gall with a 
worm inside. There is a thick-walled parenchyma, 
and then a spongy tissue, which has differentiated, 
vascular, nutritive bundles and threads. The types 
of Galls are the characters of stories. The 
Minotaur — that metamorphosis if the origin of 
Iron Gall Ink — the Larva. I am Theseus with the 
thread. Pm collecting the Golden Apples from 
Hesperides. How the fuck that aligns with Coffs 
Harbour, I don’t know. I was sitting in the Big 
Banana café slurping on a banana milkshake and 
discovering the ultimATE tRIP of the Golden 
Apples! Im Leopold Bloom, Im Holden 
Caulfield, I’m Winston Smith, Pm John Rambo, 
I’m fucking Frodo! I’m the Rolling Stone in the 
Yellow Submarine. I’m the great maggot-god that 
metamorphized himself into all shapes and forms. 
I have found the supreme code-breaking key to 
EVERTHING! Slurp. Slurp. Tasty beverage... 


I am typing on my laptop the words you are 


reading. After my discovery of the Holey Gall. 
And nothing of consequence has changed. I have 
not metamorphosized, I am still in hoo form. No 
Kafkaesque metamorphosis. Things have not 
changed, not in the least. I thought the Fonts 
might come crashing down, like in the end of 
Highlander. Don’t I get to chop the head off a 
monster with a beautiful million-dollar sword or 
something? Obviously if you are reading this now, 
nothing cool happened to me. I discovered the 
Grail, and nothing happened. So, I just kept on 
writing this book, out of boredom, I guess. 


Maybe nothing happened because I was always 
meant to be the paper, and something went wrong 
and there was a paper jam in the World Printer. I 
have broken the World Printer! Good, I don’t have 
to write anymore then? Paper jam, World Ends, 
Machine Stops. Game Over. Good Night Nurse. 


Highway Radio 


The road was a typewriter’s ribbon. That’s why 
The Shining has that sequence at the beginning 
with the winding road up the mountain in a car. 
The entire book and movie are written by a 
machine about a typewriter — Jack’s Typewriter. 
And this is madness. The sleepers, the lines, and 
the bars, and the lights! And LOOK, a roundabout, 
then we ‘go round and round the prickly pear, the 
prickly pear at 5 O’clock in the morning’. Hello, 
the Horror, the Horror — it is Hell O! Holey 
Smoking Serifs! Hell IS O! Dante’s Infernal 
Rings. ‘I fell down into a burning ring of fire, I 
went down, down, down but the flames got higher 
— the Ring of Fire, the Ring of Fire’. Open the 
hatch Hal, I want to get out, open the hatch, fuck 
you, Hal! 


All these thoughts are crashing into my head at 
110 Kilometres and hour up the Pacific Highway. 
‘I’m on the Highway to Hell’. When you come to 
the sobering realisation that all music is designed 
by the Matrix computers you never hear or see 
things the same way again. My mind had 
expanded to the limits of the Hive, an Egg, and I 
crashed through its shell, I put a huge crack in it! I 
could feel it, I could sense it. It was aware of me, 
and I was aware of it. 

When you, single-handedly, alone, realise that 
everything you previously believed to be true, is 
in fact false, you transcend all that you previously 
were. Your character, your mould, it breaks, and a 
kind of metamorphosis takes place, inside. The 
Star Gate is the Omega — which is the circle — to 


go beyond the circle. Beyond all culture and all 
ontology. 


I’m writing a book, about me writing a book, 
about how books are not about me! The Machine 
is a book that writes more books about /ts own 
mechanical nature. In Erewon, it is called The 
Book of Machines. Typographical linguistics is not 
man made. The print mechanism precedes the 
advent of man. For example, Gothic architecture 
is an expression of Gothic type. Which is the 
meaning of Victor Hugo’s The Hunchback of 
Notre Dame. The Hunchback himself being an 
anthropomorphic allegory for the oak gall ink 
which is used for the printing of the book! The 
genesis of ink is the story! There is no actual 
Victor Hugo, there is only a computer programme 
pretending there is a historical timeline of human 
culture. When, in fact, these computers have 
always been here, and predate human culture. The 
word is the commodity, the letter is the business. 


This, the highway of the ghostly words-ship, 
rumbling in an automotive mass liturgy. Prayer 
wheels of rubber, gripping the ink-black bitumen, 
as the internal combustion Rudolf Diesel engine 
howls with wolfish pride. There can be only one 
font, in the end, a bubble font; like these jellybean 
shaped cars, the shape, the car, the font will 
become One! O. 
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I pulled off the highway into the slipway. I 
looked up through the insect splattered 
windscreen at the great, gaudy advertising signs — 
the Gods! Driving into the self-serving petrol 
stations is like coming to the foot of Mt Olympus. 


Beep, beep. Messenger: Elfling. 
“Why are so mean to me sometimes?’ 


“You really don’t know who I am do you? I am 
the Alf King. I remember the A, do you Gall-a- 
driel?’ 


‘I am the last AEfling. Fell from the DeVine... 
Not fine, stuck with Hoo swine.’ 


I wandered down the self-serving isle to the 
illuminated beverage fridge, the fridge was ceiling 
to floor and twenty meters in length. Iced coffee. 
Then point of sale, add two dimmies and three 
fried chicken wings, salt and soy condiments, add 
fuel-booze for my Beloved, swipe card, digital 
score. Get back on the road again. Tune Heinrich 
Hertz — baby don’t hurt me, no more. Fucken 
radio insect waves, static shit! Printing sounds or 
talkback hoo-spew. I don’t know which is more 
antagonizing. 

Aelfin is fallen Alphabet, from the branch — a 
leaf — A — lef, Elf. The machine ran out of ‘A’, or 
it did not have an Æ, so it used just an ‘E’, it’s 
scrabble you see. The Machine could make an 
aelf, from leaf, if it did not have the Æ. Two 
characters, that’s creation you see. So, then it had 
leaves and elves! And you don’t have to hear, 
because typographical language takes away the 
ear! So, the Elf has an ear shaped like a leaf, 
because the elf is just a leaf on the language Tree. 
This is tactics of syntax. This is the Siren; this is 
the synthesis of the pragmatic composition of type 
setting. And this is how myth is made, by mistakes 
and errors and loss. 


What is a sylph? It is an imaginary being. A 
spirit, a sprite? What is a sprite? It is an Elf. And 


so, we go round and round, dear Adro, we are lost 
in a labyrinth of word forms and imaginary 
beings. Silvan Sprite — wood leaf. That’s the 
synopsis. A sprit is a spar set diagonally to extend 
a fore-and-aft sail. Which is from sprout, which is 
a shoot from a branch. Which is spriet, bow-sprit 
— sprout. Sprout — to bud. Husbandry. Sprite, 
Spirit, Elf. Branch, bud and leaf. 

When I tune the radio host, I tap into a ghost. 
Takes your eyes, so you can’t see. Gives you back 
the ear it took from you; with radio you are blind 
but all ears. Radio is a root, a beam, a ray, radiant, 
radix. Radix is a Logarithm. Radiant Logarithm. 
Or as the Stephen King programme would write 
The Shining. That is literally what it is. Then we 
go back to raft, and spar, and beam, and branch, 
but now we got a root. A radical radish root. So, 
my car is a phone on wheels, and I am inside it, 
driving listening to the instrumentation of this 
radiophone and its sounds of radiant energy. Radio 
receiver — radius (Latin: beam). ‘Beam me up 
Scotty’. So, the Host is contacting Ghosts as a 
medium without a wire. All the carphones are 
travelling along, separated, but then tuned into the 
same channelling. ‘There’s a little old shack 
where we can get together’. The Radio Shack, 
1946. Radioactive population. Spoke from a ray of 
light. 


To be continued.... 


